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Summary: The Time Has Come. Frostbite knows it. Her clan of wild 
dragons know it. The time has come for revenge. Spies have been set 
on Berk, loyal to Frostbite only... or are they? Dragons' loyalties 
shall be tested, blood shall be shed, and traitors will arise. 
Frostbite just wants revenge, but if she is to do so she has to put 
some dragons in their place-whether family or her own 
dragons . 


1 . How I Want My Warriors to Be 
**New story! Yaaaay! The Time Has Come! Are you ready? ** 

Sparrow ' s POV 

I grunt in exhaustion as I land on the beach. My small wings ache 
with weariness, and the hard landing made a bolt of pain shoot up my 
leg with my lame paw. 

Sighing, I look up at the strange forest. I really like clan life, 
but sometimes I the jobs that I get suck really badly. 

My job-or, well, mission- for the next two months is to be a spy. A 
spy on Berk. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

I gaze at Larksong and her sister with pride as I address the 
clan . 

"These two apprentices have completed their two month training in 
hunting and fighting, and now it is time for them to choose their 
destiny. Larksong, do you wish to train for the rest of your 
apprenticeship as a Fang or a Claw?" 



The young Timberjack puffs out her chest and yowls proudly, "A 
Fang . " 

I nod, and then look at her sister, "Willow?" 

"A Fang, my queen." 

I purr and nod again, "Well then, seeing as your mentor is a Fang, 
you may keep training with Sawyer. As for Larksong, " she looks at me 
hopefully and I rumble, "May the gods help both you and me as we 
train." **(a/n Do the dragons believe in the Norse Gods?)** 

A ripple of mild laughter passes through the crowd and she ducks her 
head in embarrassment. 

Wildfang, Adder, Poppyseed, and Brook scramble up to her. I jerk my 
head and say, "The young Changewings, Wildfang, Brook, Adder, and 
Poppyseed, have come to age and shall become apprentices. Like Willow 
and Larksong, they shall spend their first two months learning to 
both hunt and fight. Then, they shall decide." 

I look through the assembled dragons and call out, "Whiplash! You 
shall be Wildfang 's mentor. I taught you the skills that made you a 
great fighter, and gave you tips on how to be a successful hunter. I 
expect you to pass on your knowledge to your first apprentice." 

The two drink from the pool and then head to the back of the crowd. I 
sniff and then say, "Adder, your mentor shall be Solheart." 

The Skullion jerks his head up in surprise and I add, "Though you may 
be blind, Sol, your other senses are sharper than most and your 
physical ability is extraordinary. You are fully capable of training 
a dragon . " 

He nods and the mentor and apprentice lap at the pool before sitting 
next to Whiplash and Wildfang. 

"Brook, " the light brown Changewing looks up, "Your mentor will be 
Skyflame. She's a skillful fighter and a fairly good hunter, and I 
trust her to teach you well. As for Poppyseed, her mentor shall 
be-" 

"Wait ! " 


A few dragons gasp as Dracen interrupts me. He easily weaves through 
the crowd and stands beside Poppyseed. 

"Yes?" I ask impatiently. 

Dracen takes a breath and says, "Poppyseed and I talked, and I've 
decided to train her to be a healer." 

Murmurs pass through the clan and I narrow my eyes, "Alright, you can 
train her. But next time, I want you to warn me about your 
decisions . " 


He nods and dips his head in submission. 

As they walk away from the pool, their muzzles dripping, I turn to 



Fernheart, "Your hatchlings seem to have grown up quickly, hm?" 

She laughs and nods sadly. 

"You may choose what you want to become now." 

The mother looks at the ground for a moment and then says, "A Claw, 
please . " 

I nod, say a few more things, and then dismiss the clan. 

Leaping down from the Leader's Ledge, I stand next to my deputy, 
Skurge . He's been fairly good-tempered lately. I know that he would 
have liked revenge on my parents sooner, but he's content with our 
plan . 

We've already told Clan Infernious about the battle of Berk. They 
seem okay with it, especially Crag and some of the older dragons, who 
were there when the dragons of Berk attacked Outcast Island. I sent 
the omega. Sparrow, to spy on the stupid housepets for a couple of 
months and then come back and tell us. We managed without him for a 
few weeks, but then Nightwhisper got demoted when he kept on trying 
to eat out of order, and now he's a temporary omega while Sparrow 
does his mission. 

My parents and siblings belong to some of the Vikings on Berk. Every 
time I think of them, though, I grit my teeth and my heart grows cold 
with hatred towards them. They are fools, the lot of them, and soon 
they and their friends will face the wrath of Clan 
Infernious . 

Everybody, even the Claws, is training to fight. In the battle, we'll 
need all of our Eangs and most of our Claws, so we're getting 
ready . 

"Crag, " Skurge barks to the Claw, who is one of the highest hunters 
in the ranking, "Take the morning hunting party, please." 

He nods and starts asking Claws to join his group. 

"And Snapper, " he nods towards a male Gronckle and Changewing 
crossbreed, "Lead the morning patrol. Check the east side along with 
the beach. Viperfang, you take another patrol and check the other 
side . " 

The two dragons nod and gather dragons. Snapper and his other two 
crossbreed sisters joined the clan only a few weeks ago, and have 
quickly gained the clan's trust. The crossbreeds are very useful 
dragons, with the nimbleness of a Changewing but the thick, tough 
hide of a Gronckle. Snapper is a Eang along with his sister, 
Swiftstrike, while the youngest sister, Bluemoon, is a 
Claw . 

Larksong slithers up to me and yips, "So when do I start learning how 
to be a Eang?" 

"Now," I say, standing up. 



><p>"No, " I bark, "Again! And remember to swing your wings. 

Willow . "<p> 

The tired apprentices get up and face each other again. It's 
afternoon, and Sawyer and I decided to train our apprentices 
together . 

"But, Frostbite," Willow asks with her razor sharp wings raised, "If 
I were in a real battle, wouldn't I end up killing the dragon if I 
slice its neck with my wings?" 

"Yes." I reply and she gives me a confused look and asks, "Isn't that 
a bit mean, though?" 

I glare at her and growl, "No, that's powerful. Only the pathetic 
_pets_ on Berk are too weak and stupid to kill. Now try again. But 
don't kill your sister." 

"Yeah," Sawyer snorts, "Wouldn't want that happening." 

They both sigh and Willow leaps at her sister. Using the move I 
taught her, Larksong ducks and then rams her head into Willow's belly 
as she soars over her. In real ground battle, she would've used her 
horns instead of her head. 

Willow lands behind her sister a little clumsily but quickly swings 
around and strikes Larksong with her wing. The apprentice slows down, 
though, to not slice her sister's head off, giving Larksong a chance 
to pounce on her. They erupt into a fit of laughs and 
giggles . 

"Pinned ya ! " Larksong laughs and then looks up at me, "Did I do it 
well?" 

I nod and purr, "Yes-" 

Suddenly, a loud snort reaches my ears and I turn to see about five 
boars circling the outcropping. They look hungry for blood. Just like 
I want my dragons to look in battle. 

"Uh, oh." Sawyer mutters and I grin. Turning to the apprentices, I 
bark, "This is great practice. You can actually use your Ground 
Battle tactics now. What are you going to do?" 

Willow, looking uncertain, says, "Uhhha€ 1 Fernheart said that we 
shouldn't go near boars. She said they eat-" 

"We're going to show them what we're made of!" Larksong interrupts 
her sister, lashing her tail excitedly. 

I purr and take a few steps back, "Exactly. Go on." 

They look at me with wide-eyes. 

"Wait-what ? " 

"You're not going to help us?" 


I shake my head 


"No. This is your battle." 



"Frostbitea€ 1 " 


I hear Sawyer mutter cautiously behind me. 


Willow gazes at the group of boars, who are closing in now, "But 

there ' re five of them and two of us. How could we 

possibly-" 

"Raaa! " 

Larksong lets out a battle cry and leaps onto the first boar's back. 
It squeals in surprise and she sinks her fangs into it's back. As the 
boar bucks around and kicks, trying to shake her off, two boars close 
around Willow. 

Summoning up her bravery, she swings her right wing and slices their 
noses, making them jump back in pain. 

Suddenly, Larksong 's boar drops dead when she strangles it with her 
tail. She lets out another, and to my ears, adorable battle cry and 
leaps next to her sister, scratching the eyes of one getting too 
close . 

"I've got your back. Willow!" she says, and together they continue 
fighting. They each take on two boars at a time, and as I watch them 
fight, I get a warm feeling inside of me. Ooh, I can't wait for them 
to use their moves on the Berk dragons. 

Willow, surprisingly, manages to kill one of her boars by slashing 
its stomach open, leaving it to bleed to death. Her other rival, 
seeing its dead ally, turns and flees. 

Larksong, who now only has to deal with one boar since her sister is 
helping her, is fighting like no tomorrow. I watch as she uses many 
of the moves I have taught her, and I wonder for a moment why it's 
taking her so long to kill the boar. Then, I realize, she's just 
messing around with it, taunting it. Playing with it. 

The boar, obviously, doesn't see the fun in the 'game' and is 
desperately trying to escape. Every time it tries, though, Larksong 
stops it with a bite or a scratch. 

Willow's boar soon flees, but when she goes to help her sister, 
Larksong yowls, "I'm fine, I can handle it! This is fun!" 

Willow flutters over and stands next to Sawyer. I watch their 
expressions as the battle goes on; from horror, to disgust, to 
confusion . 

Finally, Willow snaps, "Larksong, stop!" 

Her sister glances at her, and then turns back to her boar, which has 
multiple cuts, bites, and even bruises. With a mighty, and, once 
again, adorable roar, she swings her wings around and nearly beheads 
the boar. 

It drops dead and Willow gags. 

Larksong, however, is looking proud and confident, with barely any 
wounds. She slithers up to me and asks excitedly, "Did I do well? Did 
I ? " 



I grin, flashing my sharp white teeth, and growl happily, "You did 
fantastic! That's exactly how I want you to fight! Show your enemy 
and others how strong and powerful you are compared to your 
rival ! " 

Sawyer and Willow gape at me. 

"You approve of that-that _brutal bloodshed_?" Sawyer splutters, 
wide-eyed. I nod, giving him an ' I-dare-you-to-challenge-me ' look. 
Willow makes a face of disgust and cries, "That wasn't fantastic, 
that was disgusting! Cruel! Brutal! That was so wrong in so many ways 
I don't even know where to start!" 

I narrow my eyes at her and she shrinks away. Giving a quick nod, I 
turn to Larksong and say, "Just one thing: if there are a lot of 
enemies around you, it would be best to finish the fight 
quickly . " 

She nods eagerly and hops in place, "So now what? Come on, I've got 
my blood pumping and I feel awesome! I wanna fight!" 

I purr, "Alright, alright. Soon. Now let's go get a bite at camp, 
heal your wounds, and then move onto Sky Battle. Perhaps even show 
Wildfang some of your moves." 

Larksong nods happily and flies towards camp. Her sister hesitates, 
and I nod at her and her mentor, "You can join us if you want. But if 
you would rather do something else, that's okay." 

Sawyer nods and mutters, "Thank you. Come on. Willow." 

He and his apprentice slither away on their snake-like bodies, their 
wings dragging at their sides. 

I hesitate, thinking. The two sisters are growing into fine fighters, 
both of them. And as I watch their progress, the longing for revenge 
claws at my heart. I can just imagine Larksong by my side, using the 
move I taught her and slitting Irria's throat while I sink my teeth 
into Nate's neck. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sparrow's POV<p> 

I cautiously walk into the Viking village, careful not to be spotted. 
I'm creeping in from the northeastern side where there is a small 
farm with yaks, chickens, and sheep. Sniffing the air, I quietly 
sneak into the chicken's coop. 

They're all asleep, so I easily snatch one, kill it, and devour it in 
a few ravenous bites. Hey, at least I can eat a little better on this 
mission ! 

I'm walking outside when I hear a sudden CLANG and jump behind a 
bucket . 

"Careful there!" I hear a human say, "Ye' don't wan'ta make a 
mess!" 


The speaker is answered with a gruff 


"Sorry . 



My heart is thumping fast, but I can hear them walking away. Letting 
out a sigh of relief, I creep back out into the open. 

I have to say, it's rather beautiful here. There's constant birdsong 
and the woods are full of prey, like Infernious Island, but this one 
is different because it's smaller but goes higher. There must be a 
lot of cracks and crags good for nesting here somewhere. No wonder 
Frostbite wants to take it over. 

Carefully creeping into the village, I dodge Vikings and dragons, 
surprising myself with my stealth, seeing my lame paw, and all. It 
surprises me how these dragons seem to have no sense of order, no 
ranks or anything. There's like some unspokenaC 1 message to the fit 
and strong that they have to hunt for the weaker dragons. 

By dusk, I'm crouching in some shadows, watching a group of dragons 
eat . 

"So, Zahra, " I watch as a Monstrous Nightmare says to a beautiful 
Deadly Nadder, "how 'bout we go hunting tomorrow? Just you and 
me?" 


'Zahra' rolls her eyes and picks at some chicken, "Nope, Nate's 
already asked me to." 

"Tough luck, Griffin." A female Gronckle snorts. Griffin scowls and 
snaps up his yak leg. 

They don't talk much after that. Several moments later, some older 
dragons walk over. 

"Hi, Izzy!" A male Gronckle says to the smaller female, "How's it 
going? " 

He settles down next to her, as she replies, "Not much. You?" 

The other Gronckle shrugs and starts eating a wood duck. 

An adult female Deadly Nadder watches them, amusement in her eyes, 
"Wow, compared to Nate and Irria, you two don't interact 
much . " 

"Well, Egan is older than me, Shani . Nate and Irria are the same 


"So?" Shani says, starting on her boar, "That shouldn't mean 
anything . " 

Izzy shrugs and Griffin says, "I'm glad_ I'm_ the oldest of _my_ 
siblings . " 

I sniff, thinking that this guy is a bragger, but then a strange and 
slightly familiar scent reaches my nose. 

Taking a step back, I turn around and find myself face to face with a 
huge Night Fury. 

**0.0 who found Sparrow? Has Frostbite turned Larksong into a 
bloodthirsty brute like her? (don't worry, I love you Frosty) Do 



dragons believe in Norse Mythology?** 

**Sorry I'm really hyped up right now! Ok, ok I'll shut up! 
Baiiiiii ! * * 


2 . The Spy and the Lightning Rider 
**So...new chapter ... hi* * 

Chapter Two 

The Spy and the Lightning Rider 

_Nate ' s blood laps at my paws from a long gash in his stomach. I 
stand over him, glaring as his eyes slowly glaze over with death. I'm 
on the roof of a Viking house, and most of the village is on 
f ire ._ 

_The sound of scuffling reaches my ears and I look down to see 
Larksong fighting my mother. Raven. _ 

_A shriek reaches my ears and I turn to see a dragon racing out of a 
burning house, completely on fire. The beautiful sound of Irria's 
scream let's me know that it's her that the fire is eating away. 


_Suddenly, Nixie appears and squirts her with scalding hot water. She 
screams again, and then drops to the ground, her scales raw and 
bloody. _ 

_A11 around me, dragons are fighting, in the air and on the ground. 
Blood stains sky, land, and sea, and screeches of pain fills the air. 
Bone armor and metal clash constantly, ramming into each other 
hard ._ 

_It was beautiful. _ 

_I look back down at my apprentice and my mother. Willow has joined 
the brawl and is fighting alongside her sister. She grabs my mother's 
back in her jaws and pulls her to the ground. Larksong looms over 
Raven and I feel my heart thump in excitement. _ 

"_Kill her, Larksong!" I shriek, "Kill her!"_ 

_Suddenly, green fills my vision, but disappears a second later. I 
shake it off gaze at the battle, my eyes a fiery red._ 

"_Kill her! KILL HER!"_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sparrow's POV<p> 

I freeze on the spot, staring up at the huge Night Fury with wide 
eyes. She's got deep purple eyes with a hint of pink in the center, 
along with purple markings. She doesn't look like she's going to 
attack me, and instead asks curiously, "Who are you? I haven't seen 
you on Berk before." 



"I-uha€l" I stamper, "I just got here. I ' vea€ 1 era€ 1 heard about this 
place anda€ 1 I would like to live here." 

She purrs and nudges me with her nose, "Well, everyone's welcome 
here. I'm Raven. What's your name?" 

I hesitate and then say, "Hawk." Frostbite told me not to tell my 
real name. 

Raven nudges me out into the open and leads me to the group of 
dragons. "Hey everyone!" she calls and they all look up, "This is 
Hawk. He's living here now." 

"Nice to meet you. Hawk." Zahra says, standing up and giving me a 
sniff, "I'm Zahra, and this is Griffin, Shani, and the siblings, Izzy 
and Egan . " 

They all nod in a greeting and Shani comments, "You look hungry. 
Here," she flicks a bit of her boar over to me. I'm not very hungry 
because I just ate some, but start gnawing on it anyway. I notice 
that she is rather heavily scarred, as if she's been in a few fights 
before she came to Berk. 

"Thanks," I mutter through a mouthful of meat. Raven settles down 
next to me and asks, "Where are Nate and Irria?" 

Izzy replies, "Toothless took them and a few of their friends 
hunting . " 

"May the gods help them," Shani mutters and they all laugh. Seeing my 
confused look. Raven explains, "Nate and Irria are my children, and 
my mate is Toothless, who is the to-be chief's dragon, so I guess 
they're kind of popular." 

"Oh, " I breathe, and notice that her markings look strangely 
familiar. Before I can say anything, though, Griffin drawls, "So, 
where ya from, Birdy?" 

"Griffin!" Zahra scolds, "Don't be rude! His name is Hawk, not 
Birdy . " 

The Nightmare looks happy to be addressed by her and twangs, "Sorry, 
_Zahra_. I _promise_ I won't do it _again_. " 

Zahra rolls her eyes and nods for me to speak. I wrack my brain for 
another lie. "I-er-come from a small island. East of here." I add, 
telling the opposite direction of Infernious. 

"Cool," Izzy says, "Why'd you leave? Did you have any family there? 
They can come live here too, if you want." 

"Oh, no." I reply, "No family, just me. But the island got a little 
too crowded with Terrible Terrors, so I came here." I inwardly smile, 
impressed and proud that I could come up with a convincing lie so 
quickly. I pretty good at this spy stuff. But I hope Erostbite won't 
ask for more. 

"Why do you walk funny?" Griffin asks rudely. 


"Birth defect." 



Just then, three black dots appear over the forest along with a green 
dot, a large red dot, and a strange multicolored dot. I tilt my head 
as they come closer. 

The three black dots turn out to be more Night Furies. The green dot 
is a young Hideous Zippleback, and the large red dot is a full-grown 
Monstrous Nightmare. The strange multicolored dot spreads out and 
before my eyes is a whole family of Terrible Terrors. 

"Hi!" an adult male Night Fury with a rider on his back greets as he 
lands, "We got some prey." 

"Cool." Raven purrs, walking up to him, "Why don't you give that boar 
to Shimmer and her new hatchlings? They're bound to be hungry." 

He nods, nuzzles her, and lets his rider get off him before 
disappearing. One of the younger Night Furies suddenly gives me a 
sniff and I jump in surprise. 

"Oh, that's Hawk," Raven says, "He's new here. Hawk, this is Nate and 
Irria, my children. That big male you saw earlier was my mate 
Toothless. The Monstrous Nightmare is Griffin's dad, Hookfang. The 
Zippleback is our friend Barf and Belch's son. Snip and Snap. And 
that family of Terrible Terrors are-" 

"I'm Iris!" a young female Terror suddenly interrupts, jumping in 
front of me, "Nice to meet you. Hawk! Did you know my name means 
rainbow? " 

I lift my crooked paw, staring at her with wide eyes, 

"UhhaC 1 " 

"Pardon my sister, " another female, a bit younger than me, says, 
"She's a bit excitable. I'm Ambra, and welcome to Berk, Hawk." She 
jerks her head to three more Terrors, "The dark green and red one is 
our older brother. Pounce, the light green and reddish brown one is 
our dad. Kindle, and the light green one is our mom. Stream." 

"Uh, hi." I say shyly. The parents jerk their heads in a greeting, 
but Pounce simply narrows his eyes. 

Nate lies down and starts eating his wood duck and squirrel. His 
sister Irria settles next to him and eats her prey. 

The Terror family lies down around me and eats as well. Ambra offers 
a fish to me, but I deny and tell her that I already ate. The group 
of dragons talk for a while, and there's something about Raven's 
family that seems familiar. 

I can't put a paw on it, but they all look familiar, yet they 
don ' t . 

It ' s something with their markings thataC 1 

My eyes widen in realization. They look like Frostbite's. Buta€ 1 no 
that's impossible. She wouldn't want to kill her family. And why does 
she look so different from them? Their markings are smooth and seem 
to work for their color. But Frostbite's are like a more twisted and 
cruel version of them. 



And she's so much bigger than her siblings; she's even bigger than 
her father. And more muscled. And her claws are longer and more 
curved. And her ear wind flaps are different somehow. And her wings 
are torn and stuff from previous fights and scuffles. And I'm pretty 
sure Night Furies aren't white and red, like a bloody moon. 

I could go on and on, but the main point is that she doesn't look 
like a Night Fury, and yet I can see the resemblance between her and 
her family. 

I nuzzle my forehead with my paw. 

What is Frostbite _doing_? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

A few days latera€ 1 

I jerk awake from my dream. My claws have dug deep into my nest of 
feathers, moss, ferns, and small bones. It seems strange, but they 
are surprisingly confortable. 

I take deep, shuttering breaths as I try to calm myself down. A long, 
warm body shifts next to me and a deep, gruff voice rumbles, "Good 
morning to you, too." 

Open my eyes and see my deputy, Skurge, staring at me with a fat carp 
in his jaws. He drops it at my paws and I raise my head, 

"Thanks . " 

"Were you having a nightmare?" he asks, curling his long, snake-like 
body around me . 

"No," I reply through a mouthful of fish, "I was dreaming of our 
revenge on Berk." 

"Shouldn't it have been a good dream then?" 

"Yes, it was, but I never found out what happened, " I say, "Larksong 
was about to kill Raven." I let out a content purr, "Nate was already 
dead at my paws . " 

Skurge grins, "Good. Did I get to kill anyone?" 

I cock my head, thinking, "Hmma€l . I think you and I killed a male 
Night Fury together. Did you say that my father's name was 
Toothless ? " 

He nods and I purr, continuing to eat my fish. "So," Skurge says 
conversationally, "I was thinking, since the omega has been spying on 
Berk for a week or so now, that we need to think about how we'll make 
our entrance." 

The plan was to, first, fight the dragons of Berk with the best Fangs 
and Claws that we have, showing off our skills and power, and then 
have them retreat while Skurge and I go down and talk to them. We'll 
give them a chance to leave while they can, or join us. Then, we'll 



come back again at full force and drive them off of the island 
through a series of waves (of dragons) . Then, they will most likely 
come back, so we'll defend the island with all we've got. 


"Hmma€l" I say, thinking, "Maybe the Smothering Smokebreaths could 
make a cloud of smoke around us? Or how about we have Zylah teach us 
how to ride lighting bolts?" 

"That would be hard," Skurge comments, "but effective. I guess we 
could learn . " 

I nod and yawn, "What time is it?" 

"Dawn. " 

"Ugh, wake me once all the hunting patrols are out." I curl back up 
again, pushing the rest of the fish away, "You can give that to 
Nightwhisper . " The great thing about being a leader is that you can 
wake up whenever you want . 

Skurge nods and goes to put the fish carcass in front of the omega's 
den. With a long sigh, I relax. A few minutes pass and I'm still 
awake. I simply lay there, not wanting to get up. 

Before I know it, I can hear dragons shuffling in the clearing. 
Suddenly, Skurge starts barking out orders and I 
groan . 

"Swiftstrike, Amber, and Sawyer and Willow, patrol the northwestern 
side of the island. Skull, Snapper, Skyflame and Brook, check the 
other side. Aquamarine, Nixie- I don't care if you're not a Fang, 
just deal with it- Ash, you take the sea patrol." 

Blinking my eyes open to the darkness of my cave, I stand up and 
stretch. Yawning, I walk outside onto the Leader's Ledge and overlook 
the camp. The hollow seems a bit stuffy now, since there are getting 
to be a lot of dragons. We've got to take Berk before some of the 
dragons start taking mates. 

Looking around, I spot Zylah and call her over. She looks up and 
flutters over to the pool. I pause and then call out, "Whiplash! 

Crag ! Skurge ! " 

The three walk over to the pool and I say, lowering my voice, "Come 
to my den." I turn around and wade into the darkness. The sound of 
footsteps and beating wings tells me that they're following. 

"Whoa!" Whiplash says in awe, "It's so dark in here. How do you 
see? " 


"I used to it." I rumble, turning around and curling my tail over my 
paws as I sit. They do the same, except for Skurge, who doesn't have 
paws, and I begin, "I hope you know that the reason I'm including you 
in the thing I'm about to tell you is because that you all hold high 
rankings in Infernious." 

They all nod and Crag asks, "What about Dracen?" 

"This does not concern him." I say, lifting my chin a little, "This 
is about our attack on Berk-" 



"Ooh, am I going to lead an attack?" Whiplash interrupts, crouching 
down as if to pounce. 


I glare at him and he sits back down. "Though some of you may be a 
pain in the tail sometimes, " I swivel my head towards Whiplash, "You 
are my most trusted dragons. So, it is only the five of us that shall 
be doing this . " 

"Doing what?" Zylah asks and I explain, "I want you to teach us how 
to ride lightning bolts." 

"What?" Crag exclaims, but I ignore him, "It occurs to me that you 
are able to create storms, right, Zylah?" 

She shuffles her paws, "Well, usually when there's a lot of Skrills 
in one place, lightning clouds just seem to form around us. But I 
guess if I try hard enough I can create a decent sized one." 

"Good." I nod my head, "Then, I want you to create one and teach us 
how to ride bolts." 

"Why?" Whiplash asks. 

I turn to him, "What would you think if you saw dragons riding down 
to Infernious on lightning bolts with a big storm cloud behind 
them? " 

Whiplash looks up and a few moments later mutters, "Oh." 

"Yeah. " 

I stand up and look at Zylah, "You ready?" 

She nods and asks, "Where?" 

"The cliffs." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>A burning sensation fills me and I tumble down towards the 
ocean . <p> 

"Frostbite!" I hear Whiplash call and I regain flight. Peering 
through the dark clouds, I see Zylah flying around, trying to teach 
us how to ride lightning bolts, which is surprisingly hard. 

"Come on, Skurge ! " she yowls, "You can do it! You almost had 
it ! " 


Skurge grumbles but hops on as Zylah sends another lightning bolt his 
way. A moment later, he falls off. 

"Zylah!" I call and she turns around, "Bolt me!" 

She nods and with a flick of her wings, a lightning bolt shoots 
towards me. Determination surges through me and I catch it just in 
time. I almost yelp as my paws start burning again. Distracted, my 
paws slip and I fall back into the clouds. 



"Are you sure you still want to do this?" Zylah, who is suddenly at 
my side, asks. I nod vigorously, "Yes! Yes! It just takes 
pract ice . " 

"It's not in your nature to do this." My delta shoots back, "You 
might not be able to." 

"I can!" I snap, "Now shoot me another bolt!" 

Zylah sighs, but does as I say and sends another bolt. I jump onto 
it, again with the burning in my paws, and start moving my paws 
around to balance myself. For a few moments, I actually manage to 
stay on all right, but in my surprise I get distracted and fall 
of f . 

"I almost had it!" I bark to Zylah. The other dragons fly over to us 
and I say, "You've just got to keep moving your paws so you can keep 
your balance as the bolt shifts." 

Suddenly, Crag sneezes. I look over at him and he says, "Frostbite, I 
don't think it's good to stay in these clouds for so long. We're all 
soaked, and tired. I don't think Dracen would appreciate us getting 
sick . " 

"Just until one of us gets it right!" I say, and back up to get a 
good jump on my bolt, "And anyway, it would be good practice for 
Poppyseed . " 

Crag huffs and I grin. "Zylah!" 

"On it!" 

The bolt streaks towards me and I hop onto it. Once again, I shift my 
weight over and over, balancing on the bolt of electricity. The wind 
whips past my face as I move at the speed of 
lightning . 

Literally . 

Soon, I find myself at the ocean and jump off the bolt. Quickly, I 
surge back up to them, feeling excitement flowing through me like 
electricity . 

Oh I can just imagine what dragons everywhere will be calling me. 
Frostbite, The Wild Queen, The Pure Fury, The Lightning Rider, The 
Bloody MoonaC 1 hmm, I kinda like that one. 

**Review please! ** 


3. Don't Forget About Friends! 

**Sorry about the slow updates, guys. Life is catching up to me, and 
I don't have a lot of time to write. ** 

Sparrow ' s POV 

Two months lateraC 1 


I glance up at the nearly full moon through an opening in the Viking 



den. Sighing, I lay my head back down and bury my nose into the 

purple flank of Ambra. It's my last night here on Berk. Tomorrow, I'm 

going to have to come up with an excuse to leave. 

What will I tell them? If I say I want to go check on the Terrors 
back at the island I supposedly came from, they might want to come 
with me. Oh, gosh, why is this so hard? Ugh, I knew I should've 
isolated myself from the dragons here, and now Ia€lcare about them. A 
bit . 

But I can't! Frostbite would kill me if I even _looked _regretful 
back at camp. I squeeze my eyes shut and wrap my paws over my nose. 
It'll be all right, I guess. I mean, she probably won't let me be a 

part of the attack on Berk. So I wouldn't have to seea€ 1 . 

Suddenly, I feel Ambra shift next to me and open my eyes. She gazes 
at me softly and whispers, "Come on." 

The purple Terrible Terror slowly gets up and flies out of the Viking 
den. I stand and follow her. Ha, I remember the first night I spent 
in that place. I was so freaked out about sleeping with _humans_ 
nearby, and I felt like a pet. 

Ambra leads me to where the rocky mountain begins and sits on a 
boulder. "Can't sleep?" she asks as I settle next to her. 

"No," I sigh, "Sorry, did I wake you up?" 

"Yes, but it's okay. What's on your mind?" 

I look down at my paws, and then up at the moon, "I have to go 
somewhereaC 1 . and I kinda have to go alone." 

Ambra tilts her head, "Do you want to tell me where you're going?" 

I shake my head and shuffle my paws, "I can't." 

Ambra nods and presses up against me. She's slightly younger than me, 
but when she does so my heart aches. "Alright." She murmurs, "But be 
safe . " 

I stay silent and look at my paws. I can't ensure my safetyaC 1 . or 
hers . 

We stay like that for a long time, and when I finally open my eyes, 
it's morning. We must've fallen asleep. 

"Where have you been?" I jump in surprise and turn to see Pounce 
flying towards us. Ambra and I scramble to our paws as he and Iris 
land on the boulder. "Whoa, _what_ is going on _here_?" Iris grins 
and trots towards me. 

Ambra rolls her eyes and shoves her sister, "Shut up. Hawk couldn't 
sleep so we went outside. Any problem with that?" 

Iris doesn't respond but simply grins like an idiot. Pounce narrows 
his eyes at me. He was never very trusting with me. At least he won't 
be too upset when I leaveaC 1 

Ambra looks over her shoulder and grins at me before following her 



sister and her brother to the village. Suddenly, I catch myself 
muttering, "That is, _if_ I leave." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

I nose my way through the wall of lichen and enter the dim, shady 
den. The scent of herbs reaches my nose, making me want to gag. 
Instead, I lift my chin and puff out my chest, striding in with 
authority . 

The young Changewing, Poppyseed, looks up from a strange smelling 
flower and greets cheerfully, "Hello, Frostbite! What can I do for 
you? " 

"I need to speak with Dracen, " I reply, "Do you know where he 
is?" 

Poppyseed nods and says, "He went to the Salmon River to get some 
water mint because Badger got a bellyache, but he should be back 
soon . " 

I nod and sit down, "I can wait." 

Poppyseed nods again and turns back to her work. A few moments later, 
she turns back around with the strange flower in her paw. 

"Can you guess what this flower is?" 

I stare at it blankly and then look at her, "Shouldn't you know the 
answer? " 

She nods and smiles, "Oh, I do . I just want to see if _you_ know 

it . " 

Shaking my head, I say, "Sorry, but no. I'm not very good with herbs. 
I remember, when we were young, Dracen would always talk about 
different types of herbs and their uses. None of us really paid any 
attention, sometimes Ash would even walk away in the middle of his 
rants, " I let out a sad laugh, "Those were fun times, but now I never 
seem to have time to hang out with him, or Ash, or Sawyer. Of course, 
I get enough of Skurge everyday, he sleeps in my den for crying out 
loud! ButaCl maybe after all of this Berk stuff, maybe we can be 
friends again. Like, real friends." 

I stop, realizing that I'm mostly saying this stuff to myself, and 
look down at Poppyseed. She's gazes at me with sympathy, and then 
looks back down at her flower, "WellaClI'll give you a hint. Me." 

I blink in confusion. Then, I perk up and ask, "Poppy flower?" 

The healer apprentice nods and grins, "Yup! And," she laughs, "I 
guess you can see why I like them so much." 

I smile and purr, "Because it has the word 'poppy' in it?" 


"Yes. And also that the seeds, when eaten, of course, give you 
dreamless sleeping." 



"Well, I could definitely use some of 


I tilt my head and state, 
that . " 

"Do you want a couple before going to sleep?" Poppyseed offers and I 
nod gratefully, "That would be great, thanks." 

She nods and goes to put away the colorful herb. "You know," she 
calls while bustling about at the back of the den, "Dracen talks 
about you sometimes. Like, stuff about when you two were young. He 
said you two met when he attacked you, ya know, in a playful way, and 
now he laughs about it because you're now the big warrior leader, and 
he's the healer." 

"Yeah," I shuffle my paws, "We turned out pretty differently." 

"He said he didn't like fighting very much, but he said you were the 
best at it. He would watch you in class and try to copy your moves, 
but he was never as good as you. I think it was nice that he 
practiced in private to try and make you happy, but just a little bit 
creepy that he watched youa€ 1 somewhat often." 

I blink in surprise, "He practiced in private?" 

"Yeah. Cute, huh?" 

"Yeah," I respond softly, looking down at my paws. My long, hooked 
claws sink a little into the soft stone floor and I let out a sigh. 
Suddenly, the lichen rustles and Dracen appears with a mouthful of 
leafy green plants. 

He stops when he sees me, and then walks past me, avoiding my gaze. 
"Poppyseed, " he says, putting down the plants, "Take one of these to 
Badger and then wait outside, please." 

His apprentice nods, and with one last glance at me, picks up the 
herbs and disappears through the lichen. 

Dracen gently carries the rest of the water mint to the back of the 
den, "What can I do for you, your Highness?" 

I frown and say, "You don't have to call me that, Dracen." 

He grunts and continues busying himself. I let out a soft growl. He's 
avoiding my gaze. 

Dracen looks up at my growl, and then back at the ground. "Okay, " he 
says, sitting down, "What is it?" 

"As you should know, " I begin, "Sparrow should be returning today or 
tomorrow. We'll have a couple of practice attacks, and then go to 
Berk. I want you to be ready for injuries, and stock up on herbs. The 
first opening battle shouldn't be too bad, so you'll be staying at 
the camp. But when we fight to claim Berk, I want you to be near and 
ready. There are probably small islands nearby, so the day before the 
battle. I'll have some dragons help you carry herbs and anything you 
need over to one. If you need more herbs. Poppyseed can go back and 
forth, maybe have one of her siblings help. Then, after we conquer 
Berk, the Vikings and their pets will probably retaliate as soon as 
possible, so, as you can see, you're going to need all the herbs you 
can get . " 



Dracen nods, taking this in, and finally, after a few moments, he 
says, "I'm going to need a bit more help getting the herbs, then. Can 
I get a few apprentices to pick more?" 

I nod, and before I can stop myself, press my cheek against his. He 
seems surprised, but then nuzzles me back. For a moment, I feel like 
none of this happened. The clan was never formed, the Outcasts were 
still alive, and Dracen and I were still friends. My heart 
clenches . 

What happened to us? Me, Dracen, Ash, Sawyer, and sometimes Skurge- 
what tore between us? I think it might be my fault, actually. I 
wanted this clan thing so much, that I didn't even realize what it 
would cost. Our friendship. 

Inwardly, I give myself a hard shake. No, _no_. I _will_ fix this. 
After we get Berk, after my revenge on my family, I will spend time 
with them. And we'll be friends again. Just like the old 
times . 

"Dracen," I mutter softly, "Take as much time as you want. I won't do 
this without you." 

I feel his head nod, and then I slowly pull away. Dracen, for the 
first time in what feels like months, finally meets my gaze. I purr 
softly and he sighs, "I've missed you, Phoenix." 

For some reason, it doesn't bother me when he says my birthname. All 
I do is nod and respond quietly, "Me too, Dracen, me too." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>" Infernious ! Gather to hear my words !"<p> 

Everybody looks up from their meals and then gathers beneath the 
Leader's Ledge, some taking their prey with them. When they're all 
assembled, I pronounce, "Sparrow, the omega and current spy on Berk 
should be back with us by nightfall. That means, the Battle for Berk 
is almost upon us!" 

The dragons cheer and roar in excitement. I wait for them to quiet 
down, and then say, "Before we attack, we will practice a couple of 
times. But I think we would all like to know who is coming to the 
first battle. 

"Skurge and I discussed this, and we've decided to bring big and 
relatively rare dragon species to the attack, so to scare the 
pathetic _pets_. A nervous enemy is already half beaten. So, the 
dragons that shall be coming area€ 1 " 

Everyone leans closer. 

"Skurge, Zylah, Whiplash, Skull, Sawyer, Ash, Amber, Aquamarine, 
Viperfang, Snapper, Swiftstrike, and I'm also adding the Claws 
Solheart and Nixie." 

Murmurs pass through the clan and I add after a moment, "No 
apprentices included." 



"WHAT?!" Wildfang and Larksong exclaim at the same time. They lead 
the apprentices as they scurry closer to the Leader's Ledge. "That's 
not fair!" Adder whines loudly, "My mentor is going!" 

"So is mine!" Wildfang growls, "We should be there to help them!" 

I send a fiery glare at them and they fall silent. Clearing my 
throat, I say, "Apprentices, while we are gone, it is your job, along 
with Skyflame and Stone, to protect the camp and the caretaker and 
her hatchlings." 

They don't look too happy, but they don't retort. I turn to Skyflame; 
"Meanwhile, you and Crag will run the clan during the battle." 

Her eyes widen a bit, but then she nods, 

"Alright . " 

"Er-Frostbite? " 

I turn to Solheart ' s voice and see the blind dragon pacing anxiously, 
"There's one flaw in your plan. I can't fly or swim. How am I to get 
to Berk?" 

"I can carry you." Skull offers. I nod and give him a grateful look, 
"Thank you. Skull. Also, Nightwhisper, " the current omega looks up at 
me, "I assume the battle claws are ready?" 

He nods feverishly and yips, "Yes, my queen. And so is your 
mask . " 

Once again, murmurs pass through the crowd and I say, "Well, I'm not 
going to reveal my identity to my family immediately! Why not give 
themaC 1 a little surprise?" 

Once againaC 1 again, murmurs pass through the clan, but they 
definitely sound positive now. Ignoring them, I continue, "Thank you, 
Nightwhisper. When Sparrow comes back, you may go back to being a 
Fang, but you shall be the lowest ranked one. Also, since we need 
your smoke to hide us during the Attack on Berk, and since Ash can't 
do it all by herself, you are a part of the attack." 

Nightwhisper grins, "Thank you, my queen!" 

Unfortunately, this only infuriates the apprentices once 
again . 

"Seriously?" Wildfang cries out, "We can't go, and yet the _omega_ 
can? " 

Brook opens her mouth to back up her brother, but I quickly interrupt 
and growl, "Apprentices, I am done discussing this. You are not 
going, and that is final." 

Wildfang and Brook lower their heads and instead glare at the ground. 
Skyflame walks up to us and gives her apprentice a hard shove, 

"Seeing your behavior towards your leader, I think the two of you 
should clean out the Claws' nests." 

"Aww!" Brook whines and Wildfang jumps up, "You're not my mentor! Why 
are you telling me what to do?" 



"Because _I'm_ giving her permission to," I snarl, having enough of 
his attitude, "so if you have any problems with that, please take 
them to me later in my cave." 

The apprentice draws in a sharp breath and looks away. I nod 
brusquely and look at Whiplash, "You're apprentice could use some 
discipline, or he could find himself demoted." 

Whiplash nods and cuffs Wildfang's head with his tail. "I'll deal 
with you later, _apprentice_. " He hisses. 

After a few more words, I call the meeting to an end and leap off the 
Leader's Ledge. Everyone goes back to his or her meals and I see 
Dracen walking towards the apprentices. Getting an idea, I call out, 
"Dracen ! " 

The Changewing stops and turns to me. Swiveling my head around, I 
call, "Sawyer! Ash!" The two look up, just as confused as Dracen, and 
walk towards me. 

I flutter up to the top of the hollow, yelping over my shoulder, 
"C'mon! " 

The sound of wings beating follows me and I turn around. Ash and 
Sawyer and glancing around in confusion, but Dracen is staring at me. 
I purr and ask, "Are you ready, guys?" 

"What are we doing?" Ash asks. 

"We, " I turn around and head into the forest, "are going to help 
Dracen pick herbs." 

**Forever friends! Forever, you and me, forever ever and always will 
be! La la la la, la la la la la la, la la, la la, la la la la 
la! ** 

**...on a totally unrelated subject, DID ANYONE ELSE SEE THAT SPOILER 
PIC OF CAPTAIN HOOK AND EMMA SWAN ABOUT TO KISS? AHHHH ! THE FEEEEELS ! 

-k k 

^^That was for Once Upon a Time, for any of those non-oncers. 

k k 


4. Happy Halloween! 

**First off, sorry for the late update, but I wanted to do something 
for halloween. ** 

**Second, this is a pretty long chapter, so don't complain.** 

**And three ... uh ... happy halloween? ** 

Chapter Four 
The First Battle 
"_Hello, Sparrow. 



"I have returned, my 


_The Terrible Terror bows his head and says, 
queen . 

"_I assume your mission was successful ? "_ 

_He nods, though I see something off in his gaze. Ignoring it, I leap 
onto the Leader's Ledge and call a meeting, "Infernious! Gather to 
hear my words ! 

_Most of the clan is already settled near the pool, drawn by the 
return of Sparrow. The current omega, Nightwhisper , looks 
particularly happy at the Terror's arrival. I inwardly huff with 
amusement. He must be getting tired of being omega. _ 

"_As you all should know by now, " I begin, "Our spy on Berk, Sparrow, 
has returned. Over the past two months, he has learned about our 
enemies, the Vikings and their _pets_. " _ 

_Hostile hisses and snarls ripple through the crowd when I mention 
our foes, and I let the sounds flow before dying out. _ 

"_It is time for him to tell us all the knowledge that he has 
absorbed from those pathetic excuses for dragons . 

_More hisses, spits, snarls, and growls. _ 

_Skurge slithers up behind me, his scales brushing my flank. His 
spiky head appears in the corner of my eye and I smile a little. 
"Well, Sparrow?" my deputy rumbles, "What have you got to say?"_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"<em>We ' 11 attack during the daytime, first." I say, drawing a 
line in the dirt with my claw. All the dragons participating in the 
first battle gaze down at the diagram that I drew in the ground 
eagerly. "From the north side so they can see our dark cloud coming. 
Skurge, Zylah, and I will ride down on lightning bolts, and on my 
command, the battle will begin. "<em> 

"_Why are we attack during the day?" Swiftstrike asks, "They'll see 
us coming from a sky length away . 

"_No, " Skurge growls, "What they'll see is a storm coming their way. 
And it'll be right after their first patrol, so they'll be less 
prepared . 

_Swiftstrike nods in understanding and says no more._ 

_I continue drawing in the ground, "During the battle, show off your 
skill and youra€ 1 difference from the way they are. Then, again at my 
command, you will return back to the island. Meanwhile, Skurge and I 
will talk to the Berk dragons and Vikings, telling them their choice 


_Join us, or die." 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>"<em>Why are we going so early?" Dracen asks as he flies beside 
me. Right now, we're flying towards Berk to look for an island nearby 



where he can hide with his herbs during the fighting. "I thought I 
was going to stay at camp during the battle?"<em> 

_I nod and reply, "During the first battle, you will. But it's the 
second battle, for when we take Berk that we'll need you to be 
near . 

_Poppyseed, who was flying below us, comes a bit closer and says, "I 
still don't get it . 

"_After the first battle," I say through gritted teeth, "they're 
probably going to have patrols all the time. We'd be caught if we 
tried to move you then."_ 

"_Ohhhhhhhh . " _ 

_I roll my eyes and readjust my grip on Dracen's herbs. _ 

_After a moment, the apprentice speaks up again, "But what if they 
find the herbs while we're gone? Like you said, they're probably 
going to be patrolling. What if they start looking around the other 
islands and find the herbs?"_ 

_I pause and stare ahead. Huh, didn't think about that._ 

_Before I can reply, though, Dracen beats me to it, "Don't worry, 
we'll hide them well. Like under a rock, or something. You don't 
think they'd go looking under rocks for dragons, right?"_ 

"_I don't know." I say warily, "From what Sparrow told us about them 
those dragons are pret-ty weird." _ 

"_Yeah, " Poppyseed agrees, nodding her head, "I mean, they had no 
order at all. What if, like, these two dragons didn't feel like 
hunting for anybody else? And what if some dragons are too old or 
young to hunt? And, like, seriously, having to hunt _and_ patrol? 
They're basically both Claws and Fangs mixed together! Like, Gangs. 
Or Flaws . 

_I snort, "I think Flaws is the perfect definition of what they are. 
Good thinking. Poppyseed, we should call them that . 

_Poppyseed grins and we fly on in silence. Occasionally , she mutters 
"No order," or, "No system." And one time she growls, 

"Noa€ 1 noa€ 1 coordination at all!"_ 

_I cock my head, but before I can ask, she says louder for us to 
hear, "They're going to fall apart anyways. Either from us driving 
them out, or simply just their way of life!"_ 

"_So true." Dracen adds. _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"<em>Easy, easy, you don't want to crush them. We need their 
juices." <em> 

_I pause, and then continue more cautiously to slide the- hmm, what 
was it? Oh, right- dock leaves, underneath the overhanging rock. 
Turns out. Berk has a lot of small rocky islands around it, full of 



crevices that are perfect for storing herbs. _ 

_We ' ve decided to hide the herbs, along with Dracen and Poppyseed, i 
one that looks strangely similar to a snake. Inside the 'mouth' of 
the 'snake' is a nice, nook-filled cave. Absolutely perfect. And it 
would be good for the younger fliers, like Badger and Silverhawk, to 
practice flying, or play hide-and-go-seek in the air. _ 

"_Is this okay?" I ask, gesturing to the well-hidden herbs in the 
fissure. Dracen glances at them, and then nods, "Great. I can still 
get them out, and yet they're hidden. Good job, anda€ 1 " He pauses, 
and then comes a bit closer and mutters, "Thanks for helping. 

_I give him a nudge and purr, "No problem. What should I-"_ 

"_Here come more herbs ! 

_Poppyseed's voice shrills outside and we turn towards the entrance 
of the cave. A few moments later, there's the sound of beating wings 
and the healer apprentice and her sister. Brook, land on the 'teeth' 
of the serpent rock. _ 

"_We brought wonderful, fantastical, smelly, healing-"_ 

"_Shh ! " I shush her, "Do you _want_ to wake up the Berk 
dragons ? 

"_It ' s the middle of the night," Brook replies, "They're probably 
sleeping like boars . 

"_And I thought we were calling them Flaws now." Poppyseed says. 


_I shake my head, "Whatever. Why did you bring Brook? 

"_I needed help carrying the herbs, " she replies, "And a lot of 
dragons are awake. And she wanted to help."_ 

"_Also, " Brook peeps up, "Skurge said he needs you back at the 
camp . 

"_For what?"_ 

"_I don't know. He didn't tell me . 

_I sigh and turn away, "Alright, then. Start putting away the herbs. 
They pick up their bundles and scurry to the back of the 
cave ._ 

_Dracen looks at me and then shuffles his paws, "Era€ 1 . well, good 
night, then. Frostbite. 

_I smile and dip my head. Before I go, however, I press my cheek 
against his and murmur, "Justa€l stay safe."_ 

"_I promise." _ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Day of battle<p> 



I prowl into the darkness of my cave, my eyes glowing crimson red. 
Gazing around, I stride slowly to the back of my cave. Shifting a 
rock, I scoop the deadly weapons in my paw and then carry them to the 
center of the den. 

"One swipe." I fit the battle claws over my right paw claws, "Good 
night . " 

"Nate and Irria, " I sing, making up the lyrics as I slip on the 
claws, "It's time." 

"Rake my claws across your neck. 

You scream into the midnight." **(a/n Listen to the end of 'Dead 
Bite' by hollywood undead. Creepy)** 

I pause in the middle of arming my left paw. Yeesh, I just freaked 
myself out. 

"What a song!" 

I look over my shoulder to see Skurge standing in the cave entrance. 
He grins and slithers in, "I like it." 

I huff and continue slipping on the battle claws. 

"Are you ready?" Skurge asks, snaking circles around me. I nod, 
fitting the last claws onto my hind paw, "I've waited so long for 
this . " 

I look up at him, "Thank you, by the way." 

My deputy cocks his head, "For what?" 

"Well, fora€ 1 " I stand up and brush past him, "For turning me into 
the dragon I am today. None of this-" I gesture to the waiting clan 
outside, "-would have happened, without you." 

Skurge slithers up beside me and looks outside. "I guess," he 
mutters, then shakes his head, "It was the only, and best, way to get 
my revenge. Which," he turns to me and bares his teeth in a wicked 
grin, "Is now _ours_. " 

I purr and walk out of the den. Hopping onto the Leader's Ledge with 
Skurge behind me, I yowl, "Infernious! It is time for battle!" 
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><p>Raven ' s POV<p> 

I watch as the little female Terror, Ambra, gnaws sorrowfully on a 
fish, gazing at the chicken in Nate's paws. 

"What's wrong?" I ask and she looks up at me. She shakes her head, 
and then looks pointedly at Nate's prey, "They used to be Hawk's 
favorite . " 

Nate pauses from taking his first bite. I gaze at him, and then Irria 
shoves him. Pulling his head away, he offers awkwardly, "Uh, if it 



makes you feel any better, I won't eat it." 

Ambra shakes her head again and continues eating her fish, "No, no, 
it's okay. Justa€ 1 . remembering." 

"It's a pity he left." Shani comments, drawing in the ground with a 
claw, "But he'll be back soon. He only left to check on his friends 
on that Terrible Terror Island that he was talking about." 

"Yeah," Ambra sighs, and then slowly gets up, "I think I'm done. See 
ya guys later!" 

With that, she walks away. Just then, Griffin comes up, along with 
Zahra. He glances after Ambra, and then at us, "What's up with Mrs. 
Sad-Scales over there?" 

I shrug and wave it off with a flick of my tail, "She sad about Hawk 
leaving . " 

"Again." I hear Nate mutter and turn to see him gulping down his 
chicken. "Don't be rude." I growl, narrowing my eyes, "How would 
_you_ feel if Zahra left without telling you where she was 
going? " 

"What?" Zahra asks. 

"What?" Nate says the same, his eyes widening. 

Irria, Shani, and I purr in amusement. Oh, he's gonna hate me for 
that later. 

"Era€ 1 " Zahra cocks her head, "What did she me-" 

Suddenly, the blow of a horn echoes through the village and we all 
stand up. "What's happening?" Irria asks and I shake my head, walking 
towards the Chief's house. Just then. Toothless lands in front of the 
house with Hiccup on his back. 

His rider jumps off and runs towards his friends as Toothless walks 
to me. "What is it?" I ask and he nuzzles my cheek, "Nothing too bad. 
It's just a storm. Look." 

He gestures towards the horizon, where the sun meets the sea. I turn 
and see a large dark cloud high in the sky, rolling towards Berk 
rapidly . 

"Wow," Irria breathes, "that looksa€ 1 strong . " 

"Zahra! " 

Stormfly flutters over to her daughter and nudges her away, "We're 
going to wait the storm out at home." 

"Okay. C ' ya later guys!" 

"Should we do the same?" Irria asks. Nate nods, "I'm not good at 
flying in storms." 

"Let's go." Toothless says and starts herding us to the house. 

"Wait," I mutter, narrowing my eyes at the storm cloud, "There's 



somethinga€ 1 of f . " 


"What?" 

I frown, gazing at the dark mass. There's something wrong about it. I 
mean, storms don't act like that. Some of it actually looks like 
smoke, but that doesn't make sense. And there ' re a lot of colors 
flashing in it, as ifa€l . 

My eyes widen in horror and shock. 

"What's wrong, mother?" Nate asks, gazing at me worriedly. 

"There are _dragons_ in that storm!" 

"What?! How is that possible?" 

"I thinka€ 1 she ' s right." Toothless rumbles, narrowing his eyes at the 
dark cloud, "Wild dragons, probably." 

"Oh," Irria says, "Well, maybe they ' rea€ 1 . saying 'hi'?" I cock and 
eye at her and reply, "Wild dragons don't group together and travel 
to an island to just 'say hi'. No, no, this is much 
worse . " 

Toothless and I look at each other. 

"It's an attack." 
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><p>"Skull!" I call to the Boneknapper, who's currently carrying 
Solheart in his claws, "Wide round, out of sight, drop off, attack 
other side."<p> 


He nods, understanding what I mean, and separates from the clan, 
carving a wide arch in the sky, aiming for the other side of the 
island. What island? Berk. 


"Zylah. Skurge . " I bark to my delta and deputy, "You ready?" 

"Ready when you are." Zylah replies and Skurge nods. 

I nod and pause. Then, "Flanks exhale! Show them we're 
here ! " 

Immediately, all the dragons on the sides of the cloud fly out of it 
for a moment, smoke and fog rolling off of their scales. Then, after 
a few moments, they fly back into the cloud. What is this for? Well, 
one, it lets our enemy know that dragons are attacking, and two, it 
looks like a giant, exhaling dragon. 

Commotion erupts on the island. With a flick of my tail, I order my 
clan to slow down, giving the pets time to come out and meet us. 
What? I don't want fight where the Vikings can get us. That's for 
another timeaCl 

Multicolored flashes dance across the island, weaving in between the 
Viking structures, trying to get ready. A few moments later, a large 
black dragon surges into the sky, followed by many more 



dragons . 


Beside me, Skurge growls. I glance over at him and he turns his head 
towards me, "That black dragon is your father. Toothless." I bare my 
teeth and snarl . 

Whipping my head back to the island, I see three more Night Furies. 
"Nate, Irriaa€land Raven." I hiss. 

A few moments later, I see a black and purple shape on the top of the 
mountain on Berk, followed by a large white figure. Solheart and 
Skull. They both give the signal, waving their tails in the 
air . 

"Ready?" I call out to the excited Fangs and Claws behind me. A 
chorus of shrills meet my word. 

"Is your mask secure?" Zylah asks and I press a paw to the bone mask 
over my face. It's there to make sure my family doesn't recognize me 
until I want them to. 

"Yep." I reply, and then say louder, "Wildfang, Skurge, Zylah!" They 
all tense up, ready. 

I nod, and then screech, "Infernious, ATTACK!" 

They surge forward like a dark wave in a black sea, smoke and fog 
rolling off their backs and ashes staining their scales. "Toothless, 
Raven, " Skurge says as he hops onto a lightning bolt sent by Zylah, 
"_here I come . 

Zylah shoots lightning bolts for Wildfang before turning to me. I 
nod, and she summons a bolt. 

"One swipe, " I find myself singing softly as I leap onto the hot 
light, "Good night." 

I take off through the cloud, leaving it far behind me. The wind 
scrapes the ash, fog, or whatever off of my scales as I ride the bolt 
down to Berk. Narrowing my eyes, I try to spot one of my family 
members . 

There ! 

Irria is flying through the battle, weaving in between the fighting 
dragons, obviously trying to get to the dark cloud. I grin and aim 
for her, "Nate and Irria, " 

She looks up at me as I jump off the bolt. Thunder shrieks when the 
lightning meets the ocean, just as I collide with Irria, screeching, 
"It's time ! " 

I dig my claws into her shoulders and ram my helmet into her neck. 

She falls a few feet, gaging, but then surges upward and lashes at 
me. I dodge her attack and swipe at her wing, feeling my claws rip 
through the edge of the flap. 

My sister yelps, and once again falters a few feet. Growling, I drop 
down on her back and send us both hurtling to the sea. She shrieks as 
I tug on her ear and chew, feeling her flesh tear easily under my 



teeth . 


Suddenly, a hard blow lands on my shoulder and I stumble off of her. 
Irria regains flight as I look for my attacker. Nate. 

"I've got your back sister!" he screeches, lunging towards me. I 
smirk and kick his face with my hind legs, using him as a boost and 
surging upwards. "Which one?" I purr to myself. 

Flapping my wings downward, I continue rising up. Once or twice I run 
my claws through one of the Fangs' opponents, much to their 
appreciation . 

Finally, I come to a stop in mid-air. I'm way above the battle, 
gazing over everything. It looks like we're winning. I snort to 
myself. This battle is too easy. 

Zylah is currently taking on a Gronckle, and I watch with content as 
she scratches one eye out. Her rival screeches in pain and flees. 

My delta then looks up and catches my eye. We both grin at the same 
time, and then I spot Skurge. 

I let out a purr. 

He's fighting a large black Night Fury- my father, uh, what was it? 
Oh, yeah. _Toothless_. What a stupid name. 

I look at Zylah again and jerk my head towards him. The Skrill 
glances over at them and nods before flying over. 

When she reaches the scuffling pair, she lashes out at Toothless with 
a jagged claw, catching him on the shoulder. He shrieks and I wince, 
remembering- when we first met- how much it hurt when Zylah 's claw 
met _my_ face. My scar prickles, and then I purr. Good. He deserves 
that pain. 

Still purring, I dive down towards them. 

"Dive! Get back!" I screech and Skurge and Zylah immediately back 
away. Toothless, still dazed and confused, turns around, just as I 
collide with him. My red paw smacks into his chest and runs all the 
way to his shoulder blade, leaving a deep, wide gash. Meanwhile, my 
other paw scratches his rider's leg, who yells out in pain, along 
with his dragon. 

Laughing, I surge back upwards, leaving Zylah and Skurge to have some 
fun . 

Regaining my spot in the sky, I'm about to go help someone else when 
a pair of metal claws ram into my face. 
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><p>Raven ' s POV<p> 

I stare around wildly at the fighting dragons around me. I haven't 
seen Wild Dragons like these in ages! Not since I joined the 
Berks . 



Suddenly, I feel claws scratch my tail and glance over my shoulder to 
seea€ 1 

_A freaking Skullion!_ 

What, is every species joining this fight? 

The Skullion is on its hind legs, trying to pluck dragons out of the 
sky. After a moment of confusion, I am thankfully reminded that 
Skullions can't fly. 

Flying out of its reach, I join the battle. 

My first opponent: a Grapple Grounder 
Fantastic . 

The Grounder snaps at my neck and I dodge, only to have him wrap his 
tail around my waist and pull me back. He scores his claws down my 
back and I scream. 

Another dragon, a Smothering Smokebreath, starts swiping at my head, 
but then stops abruptly. I glance up at her as she yowls to the 
Grounder, "Not this one. Whiplash! Frostbite said she wanted her for 
herself ! " 

Slowly, 'Whiplash's' grip loosens and I wriggle out of his grasp. 
Franticly, I fly away, only to find myself batting away blows 
froma€ 1 froma€ 1 a _crossbreed_? Who are these dragons? 

This one seems to be a mix between a Gronckle and a Changewing. It 
strikes me fast, with the speed and agility of a Changewing and the 
strength of a Gronckle. I try to dodge as many as I can, and 
occasionally manage to land a blow or two on him, not that it did 
much because he has tough skin like a Gronckle. 

"No, Snapper!" the same Smokebreath from earlier calls, "Remember 
what Frostbite said?" 

"Well, what am I supposed to do?!" 'Snapper' snaps, "Let her attack 
me? No, sorry Ash, but I'm not stopping! Call Frostbite if she wants 
this one ! " 

"She's busy at the moment!" Ash snips as if I'm not here. The smaller 
dragon gazes at something next to me and I glance over. 

A Whispering Death and a Skrill are attacking Toothless! I watch in 
horror as a white and red dragon dives in and scores down on him. 
Toothless screams in pain and the dragon flies away, leaving the 
other two to finish its dirty work. 

"NO!" I yowl and land a hard blow on Snapper's head, snapping it 
sideways and dazing him. I surge upwards, aiming for the dragon that 
hurt my husband. 

The horrid, masked thing is unaware of my coming and I thrust my 
metal battle claws into its face. It jerks its head back in surprise 
and I manage to lift the mask off a bit, just enough to see its 
face . 



Everything- the battle around me, my wings, my blood, my heart- 
freezes as I stare at her in horror. Her gaze is different than I 
remember the last time I saw her, more cold and icy, and her markings 
are twisted and cruel. But there's no denying who she 
is . 

"Ph-Phoenix? " I whisper and a harsh, growl-like purr erupts from my 
daughter . 

"Surprise, mother!" 

**A11 right, that was good. Listen to my a/n during the chapter. 
Seriously. Its a good halloween thing.** 

* *Hmm . . . that ' s about it.** 

**Good night** 

**Sleep tight** 

**... don't let the dead bite** 


5. Bloodlust 

**Sorry for the snail-paced updates** 

Chapter Five 
Bloodlust 
Raven ' s POV 

I stare at Phoenix in shock, unable to move or breathe. 

H-how c-can she be a-a-alive? _How_? I sawa€ 1 I _saw_ Skurge fly into 
the Dark Cave that Ia€l forgot her in. I _heard_ her shriek in pain. 
But I didn't see or hear any signs of life after that. Soa€ 1 I 
assumedaC 1 

UnlessaC 1 

My eyes, if it's possible, widen even more. Skurge trained her! He 
turned her into the monster she is now! ButaClbut she must know that 
I'm her mother, right? Maybe she forgot. Maybe Skurge told her 
something else and made her want to kill us. 

Yes, yes, that makes sense. 

All I have to do is remind her of my love for her. 

I shake my head, snapping away from the shock. Immediately, I realize 
that I'm falling. My wings, though still stiff from shock, obey after 
a moment and flap. 

Phoenix watches me and puts back on her bone mask. I open my mouth, 
but before I can speak, her blood red paw slams into my face with so 
much force that I lose flight. 


Yowling in alarm, I try desperately to regain flight as I tumble 



towards the sea. But that blow dazed me, and I can feel blood welling 
up on my temple. 

"Raven!" I hear Stormfly cry out as I fall past her. 

Confused, I glance down at the ocean and see a Scauldron waiting for 
me in the waves. She opens her mouth, revealing sharp teeth, and 
squirts out boiling hot liquid at me. 

I shriek as the water scalds my wings. I try to flap them, but they 
won't listen to me. 

Stormfly dives after me, soon joined by Irria. I feel their paws wrap 
around me and lift me into the sky. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

" Inf ernious ! " I call out to my soldiers, "Scatter and 
regroup ! " 

Immediately, they stop fighting and zoom in different directions so 
that the Berk dragons won't know whom to follow. Of course, they're 
all going to eventually end up on our island. 

I watch as the Vikings and their dragons also retreat back to Berk. 
Narrowing my eyes, I see my mother being carried by Irria and a 
Deadly Nadder. Nearing her is a heavily wounded Toothless and nearly 
unconsciousaC 1 era€ 1 _Hiccup_, I think he said when he screeched his 
name . 

A purr rumbles in my throat. Oh how _wrong_ they were about 
me . 

Skurge and Zylah fly towards me and I grin. Time to gloat. 

After a nod, I dive silently down to the docks, my deputy and delta 
at my tail. A few Berk dragons look up and snarl. "Watch out! Looks 
like there ' re a few more stubborn ones." A Viking says. 

"Stop!" Skurge barks as we come to a halt in the sky, "We only wish 
to share words. No more fighting. _For now." _He mutters the last 
part under his breath and I smirk underneath my mask. 

The Berk dragons look unconvinced, but let us land on the docks. A 
large, burly Viking, much like Alvin, races towards me, but a male 
Thunder Drum stops him. 

"Thornado?" the Viking exclaims stupidly, "What is the meaning of 
this ? " 

In my head, I snort. _Thornado_. What a dumb name. 

"What is this dragon?" the Viking asks to no one in particular. 
Toothless's rider. Hiccup, walks towards his father while saying, "I 
don't know, but it seems like it's never met humans before. Why else 
would it be hostile?" 


Oh, trust me, kid. I know way more about humans than you 



think . 


Hiccup slowly walks towards me with his hand outstretched, "Easy, 
easya€ 1 uha€ 1 girl ? We don't want to hurt you." 

As he gets closer. Toothless lets out a warning growl. Hiccup ignores 
him but stops, his pink hand only inches away from my nose. 

I glance at it, bored, and then turn my head and yawn. They all look 
at me, surprised, and then Hiccup calls back to his Vikings softly, 
"Wella€l . At least she doesn't seem to want to hurt us. Maybe we 
could train her?" 

"I don't know. Hiccup." A blonde haired female Viking says, "She 
seemed pretty hostile a few moments ago." 

"She just needs to get used to humans." Hiccup says, "That clan must 
be hers, and when she saw humans she must've been scared." 

My eyes widen. Scared? Of these fish bones? 

"And so she ordered her clan to attack." Hiccup finishes, and then 
turns back to me, "We could learn a lot from you. Hmma€ 1 what ' s your 
name? " 


I smirk, take a step closer to him, and reply, _"I am Frostbite, 
Leader of Clan Inf ernious . 

Everybody gasps, and for a moment just stare at me . I look at Skurge 
and see him cracking up. _"Can you believe these guys?" _I snort in 
human, much to his amusement. 

"Look at their faces!" Zylah laughs, "They look like hatchlings 
dropped in the snow!" 

I purr and turn back to the Vikings and their dragons, who are 
growling at me. 

Shaking my head, I say, _"Yes, yes, I can talk. Now stop gaping at me 
like idiots . 

They still stare. 

Rolling my eyes, I continue, _"I have come here with a warning. My 
clan is growing bigger and stronger everyday, and we're outgrowing 
our island. Now, we're looking for new places, and Berk just so 
happens to be the number one island. 

"So, what?" Toothless growls, taking a step forward, "You're planning 
to drive us out?" 

I give him a hard stare and reply, _"You've seen how strong my clan 
is, and that wasn't even all of them! But," _I say before he can snap 
at me, _"I only wish to get rid of the humans . 

I turn back to Hiccup, who seems to have recovered from shock, and he 
stutters, "W-what? Why?" 

"_Your kind has softened too many dragons into the pets they are 
today. Look how easily my clan beat yours, even when you had the 



upside of humans and dragons together. I wonder why that happened, 
hm? So, I'm putting out an offer for all the dragons; join us, and 
live a fantastic life of freedom and power, or stay here, and die as 
a scourge on the name of all dragons." _ 

I watch them as they process the information. Meanwhile, the Vikings 
look horrified. 

"You can't do this!" the blonde female says, earning murmurs of 
agreement from her clan. 

I turn to face her, _"You can be smart and abandon your island 
immediately. Or you can be stupidly brave and fight. But know this if 
you do: all blood spilt will be on your hands." _ 

She takes a deep breath and glares at me but says no more. 

Suddenly, I hear a shaky, yet familiar voice behind me, "Phoenix?" 

I whirl around and see Raven standing next to her mate and children. 
She looks me in the eye and whispers, "Pleasea€ 1 stop . " 

I bare my teeth in a grin and sashay over to her, "Oh, so you _do_ 
remember me?" 

Toothless glances at Raven in confusion, "Do you know this 
dragon? " 

She gazes at him sadly and nods, "Yes, yes I do. Take off the mask, 
Phoenix . " 

I sniff and remove my bone mask, earning a gasp from the 
crowd . 

Toothless narrows his eyes, "Her markingsaO 1 they almost look likeaOl" 
his eyes widen and his head whips towards Raven. 

"P-phoenix?" Nate echoes, staring at me in confusion, "Buta€ 1 buta€ 1 
you're supposed to be dead." 

"Oh-ho-ho, trust me, _brother_, I am very much alive." I growl, 
excitement in my eyes, "And very much _angry_. Do you think I have 
forgotten all that teasing, and taunting, and, 'your so tiny!' or 'an 
ant could crush you' or 'you'll never grow as big and strong as us, 
tiny'?" I begin to speak faster, getting angrier and angrier as I do, 
"Do you think I could have forgotten all that?! Well, guess what? I 
DIDN'T! AND NOW LOOK WHO'S BIG AND STRONG!" 

I'm shaking now, flexing my claws. Irria steps forward, 

"P-phoenix-" 

"It's Frostbite now." Skurge snaps, slithering up behind me. I shoot 
him a warning glance and he stays quiet. 

"Alrighta€ 1 look. Frostbite," she says, "We're sorry-" 

>"0h, <em>now<em> you are!" I snarl, spitting on her paw, "_Now_ you 
say you're sorry, _now_, when you realize just how wrong you were 
about me. Oh, but you have _no_ idea how sorry you'll be when this is 
over, when I get _my_ chance to tease, and taunt, and jeer, and trust 
me, Irria, I am _not_ afraid to use my claws like _you_ were when we 



were young . 

"Stop it ! " 

I jerk back in surprise as a green and reddish brown Terrible Terror 
runs up to me. He glares at me bravely and I blink. Wow, did not see 
this coming. 

"You stop this right now, monster! Who says you can just come here 
and do this to us?" he rants, "You're a bad dragon! You're just mad 
about something that your siblings did to you when they were young 
and stupid and didn't know any better!" he goes on and on, swinging 
his head and making dramatic movements with his paws. 

I watch him in amusement and sit down. After a few moments I start 
licking the blood off my battle claws in boredom. But then, he says 
something that catches my attention. 

"If you can't get over it, then you're just as bad as they were. So 
just shut up and stop it, you stupid little _runt_! " 
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><p>Raven ' s POV<p> 

It happens so quicklya€ 1 in the blink of an eye. One moment, I see 
Kindle standing up to Phoenix with astonishing bravery. Then, there's 
a flash of a blood red paw, and Kindle is lying on his flank a few 
feet away. 

We all just stare, for a moment, as Phoenix huffs and gets up. 

Howa€ 1 how can this be my daughter? What happened to her that turned 

her into this _beast_? Was Irria and Nate's teasing _that_ 

bad? 

"Father!" Ambra cries out, running to Kindle ' s side. Immediately, the 
rest of her family follows her. 

I stare at Phoenix in horror and choke out, "P-phoenix, _please_, 
stop this madness. Come home. This isn't _you_. " 

She whirls around, fury in her eyes, "You have no idea who I am, 
_mother_. You never got to know the _real_ me after you _abandoned_ 
me in the Dark Cave. This- all of this," she gestures to the wounded 
dragons and Kindle, "Is because of _you_. Every death, every single 
one, will lead back to you, and Nate, and Irria. It's because of 
_you_ that I am the dragon I am today, anda€ 1 and I _thank_ you for 
that, actually. I'm grateful that I'm a real dragon, not some 
pathetic, domesticated, soft _pet_ for some stupid human." 

"Phoenix, you don't mean that." I try desperately, "I love you. We 
all love you. We want you to come home." 

Phoenix snorts and puts back on her mask, "And _you_ don't mean 
_that_. " 

I flinch at her words and watch numbly as she turns to Skurge and a 
Skrill. She murmurs something to him and he flashes a wicked grin, 
curls his long tail over her shoulders for a moment, and then takes 
off into the sky. She laughs and follows him, the Skrill at her 



tail . 


I narrow my dull eyes in confusion. Wait a minutea€ 1 . are theya€ 1 are 
they _mates_? Oh, my gods. 

I feel a nose nudge my shoulder and turn to see Toothless staring at 
me. "Is shea€ 1 ? Is she the one-" 

"Yes, " I reply wearily and he gazes at me before turning back to 
Kindle, who is being crowded by Vikings and dragons. I walk over to 
him and wince. There's a long gash running from him hind legs to his 
chin. Blood pools around him and I gaze into his dull, glassy 
eyes . 

Sighing, I look away and squeeze my eyes shut as Ambra ' s wail echoes 
in the empty air. 

"He's dead! My father is dead!" 
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><p>Dracen's POV<p> 

"You should've seen the look on his face after I scratched him!" I 
busy myself with applying herbs as Swiftstrike retells her battle 
story, "You'd think that he's never been in a fight!" 

The group of, well, almost every dragon in the clan laughs. They 
barely had any wounds at all, much to my pleasure. 

"Dracen!" I turn to Poppyseed, who is dressing a burn wound on Nixie. 
She burned herself with her own water. How that happened, I do not 
know or care. 

"What do I use for water burns?" my apprentice asks and I reply, 
"Soothe it and then use regular burn herbs." 

"Okay! " 

I listen with mild interest as the clan takes turns telling each 
other about their fights. Nearby, the apprentices are play fighting, 
trying to reenact the battle the best they can. 

Once Swiftstrike is healed, I look around for more injured. Almost 
everyone is done, though, and Poppyseed is taking care of the last 
ones. Nodding my head, I walk to the prey pile, which is heaping with 
prey caught by the Claws, and snatch up a large muskrat. 

"Dracen!" I hear Ash call and turn to see her with Sawyer, Skyflame, 
and Misty, waving her tail at me, "Quit being a loner in your den. 
Come join us, it's time to celebrate!" 

I roll my eyes in amusement and take my prey over to them. Settling 
down next to the Smokebreath, I tuck into the muskrat. 

"The battle really was great, though, " Ash continues, looking at the 
sisters. Meanwhile, Badger and Silverhawk scamper up to me. 

Badger wrinkles his nose, "You smell funny." His sister shoves him, 
"That's because he's a healer, you fish-brain!" 



Silverhawk shakes her head and peers at me with large, clear, 
sky-like eyes, "Don't you wish you had fought?" 

I shake my head and reply, "Fighting's not really my thing. I want to 
_save_ lives, not end them." 

"Huh," Badger huffs, and then sniffs my prey, "Is muskrat good? Misty 
only lets us have soft fish, like-" 

An uproar of cheering drowns out his words. I turn to see Frostbite, 
Skurge, and Zylah in the distance. The clan cheers and whoops at 
their return and crowds around them as they land. 

"Alright, alright!" Zylah waves her wings, shooing them off, "We'll 
tell you all about it, but give us some space to breathe! Even 
leaders need air, you know!" 

The clan returns to their places and I watch as Frostbite walks to 
the prey pile. Everybody already has something to eat, since she 
figured that she was going to be a bit late and allowed us to eat. 

The white and red dragon smacks her lips and scoops up a fat carp, 
"I'm famished ! " 

She settles down underneath the Leader's Ledge, and is soon joined by 
Skurge, who chose a coyote. 

I sniff and call over to them, "Any injuries?" 

"We're fine!" she calls back and then focuses on the clan, "I wish 
you all had been there to see it. I felt like I was trying to tell a 
mouse I was about to eat it." 

The clan ripples with laughter and listen as she tells the story of 
what happened when they went down to Berk. We continue to laugh and 
chat and eat throughout the dusk and into the night. I gaze around 
happily and hear Skyflame purr, "There's nothing to bring the clan 
together like a good battle." 

When the moon is at its highest, dragons start retreating into their 
dens. I lay beside Ash, licking my paw lazily and listening as she 
talks to Zylah. 

I hear shuffling across the camp and look up. Erostbite and Skurge 
are dashing into their den, looking excited. 

My stomach churns awkwardly, making me feel sick. Suddenly, there's a 
loud thump and a purr of delight erupts from the den, followed by 
more strange sounds. 

I glance at my friends, eyes wide. 

Ash laughs. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Erostbite ' s POV<p> 

I dash into my den, energy and excitement flowing through me. Skurge 
follows and I leap into the darkness. 



Whirling around, I crouch down and flex my claws. "That was great!" I 
purr fiercely, and then turn around and claw at a boulder, leaving 
deep scores on it, "I didn't know revenge could feel this 
_good_! " 

Skurge laughs and slithers towards me, "It felt great, didn't it? I 
can't wait for the final battle! I'm going to rip Toothless's guts 
right out of him!" 

I half purr and half growl and prepare to spring, "Ohhh, and when I 
see Nate again I'm going to bring him to the ground and-" 

Before I can stop myself, I pounce on Skurge ' s tail and sink my teeth 
into it. He hisses and whirls around. He shoves me hard with his head 
and I ram into the wall with a loud thump. His muzzle still pushes 
against me, keeping me on the wall. I let out a purr of delight and 
clamp my paws on either side of Skurge ' s head, digging my claws into 
his temples. 

I gaze wildly into his eyes and laugh, "We're going to _kill_ them so 
hard! Then, you and I," I bring my head closer to his white eyes, 
"We'll rule Berk and Infernious together!" 

He lets out a pleased growl and I shove him away. Then, I pounce on 
his neck and pin him down. Skurge curls his snake-like body around me 
and I feel his spikes digging into my skin and spilling my blood. It 
feels so good! 

"Every dragon will fear us!" he hisses and I send a spinning blow to 
his head. He releases me but then scratches my flank with his pointy 
tail. I bare my teeth and spit, "No dragon will ever contradict 

us ! " 

I rake my claws across his shoulders and he yowls. This continues for 
a while, us talking about our future and spilling each other's blood. 
Throughout the madness, I realize that nothing we're doing is making 
sense, and yet I don't stop. The pain feels too good. The 
blooda€ 1 it ' s glorious . 

Of course, we make sure that we don't cause any fatal wounds, because 
we both know that will be bad. My energy starts to wear down, and by 
the time I see the sun peeking over the sea, we're collapsed in my 
now ruined nest. 

I lean against Skurge ' s flank and he curls around me. My bones ache 
with fatigue and I sigh. Then, I feel Skurge licking my wounds, 
drinking my blood. I purr, and then his licking and the sweet smell 
of blood in the air lulls me to sleep. 

**Just a little inside look of Frostbite and Skurge ' s insane 
bloodlust. Yeesh, I just creeped myself out.** 


6. I Don't Know What to Name This Chapter 

**Again, apologies about late updates. I have this science fair 
project thing for school that's gonna last 'till February. But, this 
story will probably be done by then, so in the meantime, please bear 
with me. This is sort of a filler chapter. DON'T HATE ME!** 



Chapter Six 

I Don't Know What To Name This Chapter 

I wearily open one eye. My body is sore and my muscles feel taut. 
Something warm is curled around me, preventing me from 
moving . 

Lifting my head, I see light shining into my cave. How long did I 
sleep? 

Turning, I see Skurge snoring slightly. Slowly, I slither out of his 
grasp and stretch my sore limbs. The scent of blood is faint, but I 
can see it caked on my injuries. Caused by Skurge. 

I purr and walk outside. It's almost mid-day, and I look down from 
the Leader's Ledge to see Whiplash and Crag yapping orders. Cocking 
my head, I call out, "What do you think you're doing?" 

They both whirl around, surprised. The two glance at each other, and 
then Whiplash replies, "It seemed like you and Skurge were tired, so, 
since we're the highest Fangs and Claws in the ranking, we figured we 
could organize the patrols. Most of us were hungry, soa€ 1 ." 

I nod, and say, "Alright. Thank you." 

Looking relieved, they dip their heads and walk away. Just then, a 
hunting party appears at the top of the cove and makes their way 
down. The scent of prey fills my nose and my mouth waters. As soon as 
they drop their prey in a pile, I leap from my rock and land in front 
of it . 

Sniffing around, I scoop up a pike and a heron, and then take them 
near the Healer's Den. Settling down, I start gnawing on the water 
bird while the rest of the clan takes their pick. 

I notice that Fireflight picks a swan, but instead of eating it, he 
delicately plucks off the feathers, and then takes them to the 
Caretakers' Den. There's a purr of delight, and I see a flash of 
Misty's tail. I purr, "Aww." 

"Aww, what?" I hear Dracen's voice behind me and turn to see him lay 
down next to me with a muskrat. His nose twitches, and he looks at 
me, wide-eyed, "You _are_ hurt!" 

He jumps to his paws and disappears into his den. I sigh and continue 
eating. A few moments later, he lands beside me and starts chewing up 
herbs. "You should have said something yesterday," he says, the 
plants muffling his voice, "They could get infected." 

I wince as he squeezes the juices onto my flank wounds. Then, the 
healer shoves something in front of my muzzle. "Eat this," he orders, 
"It'll soothe the pain." 

I look down and see a bunch of flowers. Giving them a doubtful sniff, 
I quietly lap them up and shudder at the bitter taste. 


"Gross." I spit, swiping my tongue over my lips. 



Dracen shrugs and shakes his head, "They're not supposed to taste 
good . " 

Sighing, I lean on one flank and let the Changewing heal the other. 

As he does, I gaze around the camp. Everyone seems happy and healthy, 
if a bit sore from the fight. 

I flick my ear dismissively . Whatever. Today we're 
resting . 

Suddenly, Nightwhisper , who I noticed was watching me from the 
omega's den, gets up and walks over. I look towards him and he stops 
a few feet away from me. 

"Yes?" I ask, flicking my tail. The Smothering Smokebreath shuffles 
his paws anxiously. 

"Er- Erostbite, " he stutters, "SinceaCl. well, since Sparrow is 
backaC 1 and- er, well, I was just wondering if I could go back to my 
original position." He rushes at the end and then cowers as he waits 
for an answer. 

I sigh, irritated. This pathetic disobedient coward doesn't deserve 
to be a Eang again. Hmm, maybe at the bottom of the Eang ranking. Or 
maybe even a Claw. 

I exhale through my nose, hot steam billowing out. "Eine, " I groan, 
"You're a Claw. The bottom of the ranks. You are only superior to 
Sparrow . " 

Nightwhisper doesn't look very content with my decision, but with my 
red gaze on him, simply bows and backs away. 

Once he's out of earshot, Dracen asks, "He's a Claw?" 

I shrug, "Eh, what else was I supposed to do with him?" 

"I don't know," he replies, "but don't you think he'll scare away the 
prey, bouncing around like a Eang?" 

I blink, and then let my nose drop to the ground, "Uhh, I hate when I 
have random stupid moments." 

"Are they often?" 

"a€l No. Maybe I'm just out of it today." I decide and then start 
gulping down my pike. Dracen sighs, and then settles down next to me 
and finally starts eating his muskrat. 

I look up as a grey-green nose pokes out of the shadows of my den. 
Skurge slowly slithers out and yawns, showing off his mouthful of 
teeth. Then, he peers down from the Leader's Ledge and locks gazes 
with me. Eor a moment, his eyes light up, but then grow cold at 
something next to me. 

I turn. Dracen notices Skurge ' s look and starts eating faster. 

I shake my head, "Slow down. You'll get a stomach ache." 


Skurge slithers down the rock face and makes his way towards us. 



Dracen reluctantly eats slower, but looks on edge. I cock my head in 
confusion . 

"Good morning. Frostbite." Skurge ' s soft growl reaches my ears and I 
see him standing in front of me. "Dracen." He adds with an odd tone 
in his voice, dipping his head to the healer. 

Dracen nods and continues eating in silence. I look at Skurge, "Go 
get something to eat and join us." 

He jerks his head and slides towards the prey pile. The Whispering 
Death snatches a fox from it and then slithers back towards us. He 
takes a seat on my other side and starts eating. Meanwhile, Dracen is 
looking extremely uncomfortable. 

Silence . 

I glance from Skurge to Dracen, bemused by the awkward muteness. 

"Era€ 1 " I try to spark conversation, "Soa€ 1 Dracen, were there a lot 
of injuries last night?" 

Dracen looks up for a moment and then shrugs, "Not too many. There 
were a few more serious onesa€lbut nonetheless, the clan fought and 
defended themselves well. I didn't have to use many herbs." 

There's a pause where the only sounds are the birds and other 
dragons. Skurge ' s voice rumbles, "Did you doubt that they would?" 

I turn and blink at him. Beside me, Dracen shuffles his paws, 
"Era€lno, not at all. Why, did you think I would?" 

"Well, since you stay at camp all day, you probably don't know a 
thing about how the Eangs fight." 

Whoa, what is going on here? 

Dracen stiffens and lifts his chin, "I know exactly how they fight, 
due to how many injuries they get and how bad they are." 

Skurge just shrugs, "If you say so." 

There ' re a few moments of silence, and then Dracen stands up, 
"Speaking of injuries, I should check them." 

"Wait, you didn't finish your muskrat." I protest, but he's already 
walking away. Skurge relaxes and curls his tail around me so it lies 
where Dracen was. "He's probably not hungry. Besides, a true clan 
member puts their clanmates before them." 

I sigh and finish up my prey. As I do, I see the Changewing shoot a 
glare at Skurge in the corner of my eye. 

The Whispering Death lets out a small, almost inaudible growl, and 
then starts chewing on his fox. 

aG I . 


What was that about? 



><p><em>Raven ' s POV<em> 


Groaning, I open my eyes. Bright sunlight blinds me and I squint 
until I get used to it. 

Why am I so sore and tired? 

Where is everybody? 

Wearily, I stand up and look around. Hiccup's room is empty. I glance 
up at the window and see that the sun is high in the sky. 

Reluctantly, I trudge down the stairs and out of the house. 

Looking around with tired eyes, I see a group of dragons near the 
forest. Sighing, I make my way towards them. As I get closer, I 
realize that they're all Terrible Terrors. Kindle ' s family. 

They turn around as I approach, all but Ambra. I pass by them, 
ignoring the looks they give me, and bend my head and touch the earth 
on top of Kindle ' s body with my nose. "I'm so sorry." I whisper, 
barely audible, "I'm so, so sorry. This was my fight, not yours. Not 
anybody's, but me, Nate, and Irria's." 

I blink, and then raise my head. "No, " I murmur a bit louder, "This 
is _my_ fight." 

Sighing, I turn around and walk down to the docks. 
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><pxem>Nate ' s POV<em> 

"I still can't believea€l" Irria pads besides me, eyes on the ground, 
"I mean, what happened to her? Was what we did really that bad?" 

I shrug, but I have to admit, I'm kind of worried. "I don't know. I 
guessa€l . maybe sometimes we went a little overboarda€ 1 ." 

Irria shudders, "We were so wrong about her. She's soa€ 1 powerful now, 
and big- bigger than dad! And her clawsa€ 1 and her wings are torn. 
She's probably been in more fights than all the dragons on Berk put 
together ! " 

My heart aches and I groan, "I've never regretted something so much. 
She's going to hurt everyone, you heard what she said, and she's not 
afraid to kill at all. Shea€ 1 _en joys_ ita€ 1 " 

Irria glances at me worriedly, "You don't think she'd _kill_ usa€ 1 do 
you? " 

I shake my head, "I don't know. But she's definitely going to hurt 
usa€ 1 and others." 

We continue walking towards the docks in silence. Then, Irria stomps 
her foot hard on the ground, "It's not fair! This is our fight, not 
theirs! And it's not even dad's either. Or mom's. We did the teasing, 
not them! They shouldn't pay the price, we should! This is our 
fight!" she repeats, louder this time. 



I sigh and continue walking, "I knowa€ 
we can do now is get ready for another 
going to drive us out, so we better be 


but honestly the only thing 
invasion. Phoenix said she was 
ready to defend Berk." 


* * 


* 


><pXem>Somewhere in spacea€ 1 <em> 

The moon was slowly shifting. 

They were almost aligned. 

The sun, the moon, and the earth. 

It was almost time. Tomorrow, it would occur. It was rare, events 
like this. It didn't happen often, but when it did, all the animals 
on earth screamed in horror. The moon, their only source of light in 
the night, would be obscured by something they all fear. Well, most 
of them. 


Very few, specific creatures, would glorify in this event. For 
tomorrow, would be the night. 

The night of the Bloody Moon 

**Yeah, weird ending, I know. But it'll make sense in the next 

chapter. Can anybody guess what the night of the Bloody Moon is? 
* * 


7 . The Battle 

* *FREEEEEEEEDOOOOOOOOM ! I'm on Christmas Break! Wooooooooooooo ! Who 
saw the Hobbit: Desolation of Smaug? I did! It was freaking awesome! 

I don't know which was better, that, or Catching Eire.** 

Chapter Seven 

The Battle 

My belly rumbles with pleasure as I lazily chew on the leg bone of a 
deer. The sun slowly slides down to meet the horizon, its rays 
staining the sky orange and red. I purr and rip meat away from the 
bone. This is my favorite time of day. 

I hear the grass rustle and look up to see Skurge in front of me with 
a raccoon in his jaws. He curls up by my left shoulder and puts down 
his prey. 

A few moments later, Zylah joins us, lying down at my right shoulder 
with a pelican. I glance from delta to beta, slightly confused, and 
then Zylah speaks up, "SoaCl have you decided who's going to be in 
the battle tomorrow?" 

I blink, and shake my head. 

"No... do you want to discuss it?" 

Skurge nods, "We should. I was thinking-" 



"You know what?" I interrupt, standing, "I have a better idea." 
Quickly gulping down the rest of the deer leg, I trot over to the 
Leader's Ledge and hop on. Everyone in the camp look up, some 
sauntering closer. 

I raise my chin high and say loudly, "Tomorrow, we claim Berk. But 
for now, we shall discuss who will be attending the battle. I have 
pondered about who should go, but it includes some who were in the 
battle yesterday, and I wanted the choice to be up to you if you 
think you are strong enough to come. If you don't want to, I shall 
respect that, and you shall guard the camp and provide food for the 
hungry warriors that will come." 

A ripple of murmurs pass through the crowd, and then Whiplash speaks 
up, "You know I can't pass up a good battle. Frostbite." I purr and 
nod when he asks, "Can my apprentice, Wildfang, come too?" 

"Of course, " I turn to the others, "Apprentices are included in this 
fight . " 

"Yes!" Wildfang yowls, leaping in the air. Everybody purrs and he and 
the other apprentices start whispering excitedly to each other. 

"Who else?" I ask, and a moment later. Skull raises his head and 
rumbles, "Those pets barely laid a claw on my bone armor, let alone 
my skin. I'm in." 

"Me too." Skyflame says, stepping forward, "I'm not going to miss 
another. Brook," she looks over her shoulder, "You up to your first 
battle? " 

Her apprentice's eyes widen and her jaw drops. She closes it, and 
then opens, and then closes it again. Then, she manages to splutter, 
"Is-is- is that even a question? Of course!" 

I grin and Skyflame nudges her apprentice cheerfully. Misty, who was 
trying to keep Badger and Silverhawk content, looks up and says 
worriedly, "Be careful, sister." 

"Don't worry," Snapper, the Gronckle/Changewing crossbreed says, "I'm 
not too sore from the last battle, so I'll go an keep an eye on 
her . " 

Misty purrs in thanks and then returns to attending to her 
hatchlings. Snapper's sister, Swiftstrike, steps up next to her 
brother, "I guess I'm going as well." 

I nod and say, "Alright, so thus far, those that are coming are 
Whiplash, Wildfang, Skull, Skyflame, Brook, Snapper, and 
Swiftstrike . " 

"Anyone else?" 

A few mouths open, but before anyone can speak, Bluemoon yelps, "If 
you think I'm just going to stay here while my siblings are 
fighting, " she weaves through the crowd and hops next to her sister, 
"you're wrong. Frostbite, although I may not be a Fang, I would like 
to fight by my siblings tomorrow." 

I blink, a little taken aback, but then Crag steps forward and dips 



his head, "If you would allow me, I would like to join the fight as 
well . " 

Everybody stares at them, and then turn to look at me . I blink again, 
having not expected this, but then I nod, "Of course you can come. 
Would any other Claws like to come?" 

No one steps forward, and after a moment I continue, "Alright, then. 
Back to the Fangs." 

Stone, the Gronkle, stands up and stretches, "Eh, why not? I'll 


"Then, I'm-" Calder, the Terrible Terror and Claw, jumps to his feet. 
He suddenly realizes that he spoke rather rudely and interrupts 
himself, "I mean, can Ia€l?" 

I sniff and look down at him. I had almost forgotten about those two 
being best friends. 

"Are you sure you can handle it?" I ask, but respectfully, "There 're 
dragons much bigger than you, I'm sure you know that, and you haven't 
had much combat training." 

"I'm sure." Calder replies, "I want to fight beside my friends." 

I nod and look to the rest of the clan. Aquamarine lifts her chin, "I 
would like to join the battle." 

"Me too." All four of Viperfang's heads look at me hopefully and I 
jerk my head, "Good. So, we have me and Larksong, Skurge, Zylah, 
Whiplash and Wildfang, Skull, Aquamarine, Skyflame and Brook, 
Viperfang, Snapper, Stone, Swiftstrike, Crag, Bluemoon, and 
Calder . " 

"That's seventeen strong, smart, and skilled warriors." Skurge 
states . 

Zylah nods her head, "I think that's enough. I mean, I bet not all of 
the pets will be fighting. And anyway, they're probably weak from 
yesterday's beating." 

I jerk my head, "Then it's settled. Ash," my smoky friend perks up, 
"You, Sawyer, and Solheart will-" 

I stop, interrupted by loud whispers in the crowd. Narrowing my eyes, 
I see Sawyer and Willow hissing at each other, trying to be quiet but 
failing. Everybody turns to stare at them. Sawyer looks around at 
them and then cuffs Willow on the back of her head. 

"Sorry, Frostbite." He apologizes. 

I cock my head, "Is there a problem?" 

He opens his mouth to reply but Willow beats him to it, "I want to 
fight but he won't let me!" 

Her mentor glares at her and growls, "There will be other fights 
where I will be there to guide you, but unfortunately, I got a bit 
banged up in the last battle so you're going to have to 



wait . " 


Willow snarls and lashes her tail, "But it's not fair that Brook, 
Larksong, and Wildfang get to go!" 

"Well, you can stay here and keep Adder company." 

"Whoa, don't bring me into this." The young Changewing says, taking a 
step closer to his mentor, Solheart, "I'm fine with staying because 
I'm going to be a Claw, not a Fang. Why don't you let her go and have 
somebody keep an eye on her?" 

"Because-" 

"Actually," I interrupt, "That's not a bad idea." 

Sawyer looks as if he's going to complain, but I continue, "You need 
rest. Sawyer, but your apprentice needs experience and knowledge. Why 
not let her go? There are others to make sure she doesn't get hurt. 
And, I have to say, _I_ would be pretty upset as well if _my_ 
siblings got to go to battle and I didn't." 

The Timber jack closes his mouth and sighs. Willow looks up at him 
hopefully . 

"Don't worry. Sawyer," Skyflame reassures, "I'll keep an eye on 
her . " 

"As will I," to my surprise. Whiplash goes to Skyflame 's 
side . 

Aquamarine steps towards them and purrs, "We're here for her. We're 
clanmates, and we protect each other, even if you don't ask for 

it . " 

I purr with pleasure. Oh, I love these clan-bond moments. 

Sawyer looks a little taken aback, but then reluctantly nods and 
looks down at his apprentice, "Alright, but don't go into the thick 
of the fight. Stay on the outskirts and _do not _pick a fight with a 
dragon ten times your size." 

"I won't!" Willow promises and he nods, "Alright, then." 

"Yes!" Larksong whoops while Wildfang and Brook prance around her 
sister . 

I purr again and jerk my head towards Ash, "You, Sawyer, and Solheart 
will be in charge of the camp while we're gone." 

Ash nods and then tilts her head to the sky and yowls, "To 
Infernious ! " 

" Inf ernious ! " Amber copies and soon the whole clan is 
chanting, 

"Infernious ! " 


"Infernious ! " 



" Inf ernious ! " 


"Tomorrow," I yell above the chants. Arching my shoulders, I raise my 
wings and dig my claws into the hard stone and roar, "Berk will be 
ours ! " 
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><p><em>Tomorrowa€ 1 <em> 

I fly silently through the fog. Nothing makes a sound except the wind 
whistling in my ears. I don't even have to flap my wings as the 
breeze carries me through the foggy dusk sky. 

I'm flying high in the sky. With an army of vicious dragons behind 
me . 

Slowly, the fog clears out of my vision and I see the Isle of Berk up 
ahead. Beneath my bone mask, I grin wickedly and then jerk my head 
left and right. 

Immediately, I can feel the wind behind me shift as my clan splits up 
into three groups. Two begin to circle around the island while the 
third stays with me. 

I glance over my shoulder. Larksong, Skyflame, Brook, Snapper, Stone, 
and Swiftstrike. They all look ready- even excited. I look at the 
group that Skurge is leading to the east side of the island. 

Whiplash, Wildfang, Skull, Aquamarine, and Viperfang. Hmma€ 1 they have 
one less, but Skull is huge and Viperfang has four heads soa€ 1 . 

I look at Zylah's group. These are mostly Claws and a few of the 
smaller dragons. Crag, Bluemoon, Calder, and Willow. I was a little 
wary of letting Willow go with dragons with only basic battle 
training, but then Zylah said she would keep an eye on her. 

The groups are almost in position. Near my hind leg, Larksong is so 
excited she can barely fly straight. I let out a small purr, "You 
excited? " 

Her eyes watch Berk hungrily, "Oh, you have no idea." 

I grin and say, "You know, you've turned out just as I've wanted you 

to. " 

She looks up, "Really?" 

I nod and look back at Berk, "I'm proud of you, Larksong." 

I hear her purr in delight. "Thank you," she says, "I've tried hard. 
You're a fantastic mentor." 

By now, I can tell that some of the dragons on Berk have seen us, 
because a few are rising in the air. I watch, letting them rise. 

There aren't as many as there were before, and the ones that _are 
_flying are slow and strained. I smirk. They're still weak from the 
last battle. 


I glance back at Larksong and get an idea. 



"Why don't you start the attack?" I suggest and her eyes widen. 
"Really?" she breathes, "Wait, why? Where will you go? Do you think 
I ' m ready? " 

I nod and reply, "I'll join in soon; I just want to see how you do. 
I'll be right over your head. Think of this as a little test." My 
eyes twinkle and I chuff, "Perhaps you and Willow can become full 
clan members on Berk, once we claim it." 

The young Timber jack perks up and says, "Okay! When should I 
start ? " 

I glance at the rising tide of Berk pets, and then back at my group. 
"Follow Larksong." I bark and they nod. 

Then, I turn back to my apprentice and hiss, "Now!" 

With a mighty flap of my wings, I rise ten feet above them. As I do, 
Larksong cries, "ATTACK!" and the group starts diving, Larksong in 
the lead. 

I watch as the two other side group start diving. Narrowing my eyes, 

I find Larksong again. They're almost upon the pathetic 
petsaCl .threeaCl .twoaClone! 

The dragons collide in a flurry of teeth, wings, and claws. Larksong 
dodges the larger dragons, not breaking her dive. I watch as she aims 
for a young Deadly Nadder, and see her spiral towards her until- 
SMACK ! She lands right on the pet's face and starts clawing and 
biting . 

The Nadder screeches in pain and when she turns, I see one side of 
her face covered in blood. I grin, pleased to know that Larksong uses 
moves like I do and tries to blind her opponent first. 

Larksong' s rival soon flees after Larksong viciously claws her 
shoulder, shredding the scales. Once she's gone, my apprentice looks 
up and meets my gaze. 

I purr and nod. She lets out a whoop of joy and plunges into 
battle . 

Looking away, I search for one of my siblings. As I scour the 
fighting dragons, I make my way closer and closer to the island. 

Soon, I realize that we're driving them backwards. 

I blink and look for Skurge. He's fighting a large Monstrous 
Nightmare, and winning. I watch as he skillfully whips his tail, 
lashing a Gronkle that was trying to sneak up on him while not 
breaking his chain of blows as he fights. After a fierce scratch, the 
Nightmare backs away and goes to fight someone else. 

He catches my eye and I jerk my head. _Close the circle, _I 
think . 

My beta nods and barks something to his dragons. Looking around, I 
continue my search, and then spot Irria fighting near the forest. 
Grinning wickedly, I dive towards her. 


Of course, there are dragons that get in my way, but I either claw 



them or I have enough agility to dodge them without breaking my dive. 
Irria doesn't see me coming- she's too busy trying to defend herself 
from Brook and Willow. 

"Out of the way!" I screech and the two, without even looking up, 
immediately back off. Irria, dazed and confused, whips her head 
around and finally sees me. _Too late, _I smirk. 

I hit her like a rockslide, sending us both rocketing into the 
forest. I keep her in my grip, making sure she hits every branch 
coming our way. Finally, I slam her into the trunk of a tree and she 
lets out a cry of pain as her wing wrenches. 

"Phoenix?" she gasps, staring at my mask. Baring my teeth, I raise my 
red paw, ready to strike. 

"Phoenix, please!" Irria yowls in fear, "Please, don't!" 

The edges of my lips curl up in a mad grin and I laugh, "I'm going to 
scar you like you've scarred me. Only," I shove my muzzle next to 
hers, "A little different." 

I bring down my paw. There's a shriek of pain as blood splatters on 
wood, and then Irria slumps. I send a blow to her head that makes it 
bounce off the trunk. Then, unconscious, she falls out of the tree 
and onto the forest floor, four long claw marks running across her 
chest . 

I cling to the branch, glaring down at her. A few moments later, I 
hear Willow's excited yelp, "Wow! You're such a good fighter. 
Frostbite ! " 

I look up and see Willow and Brook flying towards me. They land on 
another branch and Brook shudders, looking down at Irria, "That looks 
like it hurts . " 

I jerk my head and say, "You two fought well. Good job." They beam at 
the praise from their leader. 

Turning around, I take off and fly high into the sky. Hmma€ 1 who 
next ? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Raven ' s POV<p> 

I hear Irria shriek of pain come from the forest. Yelping in fear, I 
abandon the Deadly Nadder I was fighting and fly towards the woods to 
help . 

Flying high in the sky, I search for her familiar black and gray 
scales. "Irria!" I call out. No reply. "Irria!" I call again. 

"She's not here." says a familiar voice, and I whirl around. Nobody's 
there, only the mountain. I look towards the ocean, seeing no one at 
first, but then there's a flash of white and red and the next thing I 
know, I'm pinned against the mountain. 


Gasping in shock, I look up and see the masked face of my second 
daughter. "But I am!" Phoenix hisses, spitting in my face. 



I yelp and scrabble for a foothold while keeping her in a headlock 
with my forepaws. 

"Nice to see you, mother." Phoenix purrs maliciously, "But now I need 
you and your little friends to get off this island. _Now!" _ 

She sinks her claws into my shoulders and hauls me into the air 
before dropping me. I roar in alarm, trying to regain my flight. Once 
I do, I look up only to get rammed into by Phoenix, helmet 
first . 

The breath is knocked out of me and I drop a few feet. I dig my claws 
into the mountainside and start running/f lying along it. Phoenix 
stays in the air, swiping and clawing at me, occasionally clipping my 
wing or tail. I keep on running until the village is on the other 
side of the mountain. 

Then, I leap onto a smaller, thinner mountain of rock and rear up on 
my hind legs, swiping at Phoenix as she passes over me. I feel my 
claws rip through flesh and hear her hiss in pain. 

The white and red dragon makes a wide circle and then lands on a 

cliff on the mountain. Blood seeps from a wound on her hind leg. She 
hisses and flexes her claws. 

"You're leaving this island," she snarls, "Dead or alive!" 

Phoenix leaps for me, claws outstretched, but I dodge and hop into 
the air. I start flying towards the top of the mountain, but as I do, 
Phoenix hooks her claws into my tail and yanks. I yowl in pain as her 
claws tear through my tail flap. 

In the blink of an eye, she's at my side and lashing out. I stumble 

and drop a few feet, but just as I regain flight, she sends a ball of 

fire at my face. 

I close my eyes and grit my teeth as my scales burn. It seems like my 
blood itself is screaming in pain. When I open my eyes, darkness 
edges my vision and I fall. 

I desperately flap my wings, trying to stay aloft, but my wings won't 
listen to me and my flaps are slow and sluggish. 

Suddenly, I feel rock beneath my feet. I'm on another small rock 
mountain . 

Claws flash an inch away from my eyes and I jerk backwards, my mind 
clearing up a bit . 

"You're not welcome here!" Phoenix growls, swiping again. Fatigue 
wears at my bones, but I manage to rear up and push her backwards. 

The blow messes up her flight so she makes another circle and lands 
on a tall, sharp, jagged piece of rock that juts out of the mountain 
and up to the sky. 

Then, it happens. 

Dusk had fallen away to night. The fog that covered the moon slowly 
moved away, revealing the only light source in the darkness. It seems 



as if the whole world shrieks in fear. 


I gasp, staring up at Frostbite. She's crouched on the jagged rock, 
her shoulders hunched and her wings slightly raised, with a blood red 
moon behind her. The red light shines down on her, bathing her, so it 
looks like she's covered in blood. 

The Bloody Moon narrows her eyes at me, and then glances over her 
shoulder at the moon. For a moment, she just stares, and then a 
Viking shrills, "IT'S A SIGN!" 

Chaos erupts, and all around me dragons- my dragons- flee. Ships set 
sail, and screaming fills the air. 

"Flee!" one dragon calls as he flies by, "Flee! The gods have spoken! 
If we remain, the Bloody Moon shall kill us!" 

I stare as my friends and family flee from their home. Our 
home . 

"You heard him, " I turn around and see Frostbite raising her red paw, 
making her claws glint in the red moonlight, "Leave, or I'll kill 
you . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

I watch as fear flashes in my mother's eyes. This Lunar Moon couldn't 
have come at a better time. Skurge taught me about it late at night 
whenever it appeared. These pets must've never seen it because 
they're probably supposed to be sleeping now. 

Raven takes a step backwards, and then turns around and flies away, 
along with the rest of the pets and Vikings. 

Roars of victory rise up around me as my warriors cheer. Grinning, I 
fly up to the top of the mountain. When I reach it, I score my claws 
down on its side, leaving deep scars in it. 

Then, in the light of the red moon, I yowl, 

"Berk, is OURS!" 

**Ha! I bet you didn't expect that! So ... urn. .. yeah ... review* * 


8 . Victorious 

**WHOAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! HIATUUUUUUUUS ! Sorry about that! Man, it's been 
like, what, a month? Geez! Well, I have a good excuse. While you guys 
got to go to school and actually do something with your lives, I had 
to stay home for TWO BLOODY WEEKS WITH A EREAKIN' LUNG INEECTION! 
Coughing left and right every two seconds! ** 

**Ugh! I'm glad that's over! Well, mostly anyways.** 

* *Disclaimer : I do not own any httyd characters . * * 

**Warning: This chapter's really gory and kinda 



descriptive . * * 

Chapter Eight 
Victorious 

"_You heard him, " I turn around and see Frostbite raising her red 
paw, making her claws glint in the red moonlight, "Leave, or I'll 
kill you . 

Raven ' s POV 

I stare in horror as dragons all around me flee, injured and bloody. 
"Fly away!" Snip and Snap, the son of Barf and Belch, yowls through 
both of his heads as he passes by. 

What? No! We can't- this is _Berk_! This is our _home_! 

As I watch the dragons pass by me, I spot Irria being carried by 
Toothless, who looks battered. Skurge must've gotten to him. My heart 
sinks. It's hopeless- they're too strong. Buta€ 1 

I turn my head towards Phoenix- no, FrostbiteaC 1 or Bloody Moon, I 
don't know. The white and red dragon flexes her claws, her fiery eyes 
insane with madness and looking bloodthirsty. Her hard, powerful 
muscles ripple underneath her abnormally colored scales that are 
currently bathed in red moonlight. I take a step back, my eyes 
widening in horror. 

She means it. She _will _kill me. She'll kill everyone. 

A wave of fear crashes into me and I whirl around, flying after the 
dragons of Berk. I flap my wings hard, despite my weariness, and 
catch up to Stormfly. She turns to me, but before I can say anything, 
I hear my daughter's roar of victory behind me. 

"Berk. Is OURS!" 

No! No it's not! I want to yowl that to her, buta€ 1 . 

I glance at Stormfly, her eyes dull and her shoulders limp with 
defeat. Roars of victory sound behind us from the Wild Dragons. The 
Deadly Nadder looks over her shoulder, and then back at me. "What are 
we going to _do?_" she croaks, her voice hoarse with grief. 

I'm about to reply, when someone cries, "Stormfly!" 

One of Stormfly's sons, Saar, flies up to us. I notice six clawmarks, 
raking from his shoulders down to the middle of his spine between his 
wings. Every flap of his wings seem to hurt him, but his eyes are 
wild with panic. 

"It's Zahra." He hisses, and then whirls around. We follow him 
without hesitation as he leads us down to the sea, where Zahra 's 
beautiful form lays crumpled on a boat. A few Viking healers crowd 
around her, but step back as Stormfly lands in front of her daughter. 
Saar and I stay aloft. 

"Noa€ 1 " Stormfly whispers, her eyes wide with fear as she stares down 
at her daughter. The right side of Zahra 's face is covered in blood. 



a dark bloody hole where her eye used to be. Her shoulder is 
completely shredded, scratches running over other scratches so it's 
just a raw bloody mess. One of her wings is battered, a long slit in 
it like a blade cutting through a thin piece of paper. A few of her 
tail spikes are missing, but they haven't grown back for some 
reason . 

"They got ripped out from the root." Saar mutters to me as if he read 
my mind, "They'll take longer to grow back." 

Suddenly, Stormfly's knees give out from under her and she collapses 
next to her daughter. "Who did this to you?" she murmurs. Just then, 
Zahra lifts her head and Stormfly perks up. "The one whoa€ 1 lead the 
battle." She rasps. 

"Frostbite?" I ask, fear pricking my scales. But Zahra just replies, 
"Noa€ 1 . a young Timbera€ 1 Timber jacka€ 1 . .mya€ 1 .my eye. What's wrong 
with my eye?" Zahra moves her head and then hisses in pain, "I can't 
see out of my eye!" 

I back away, leaving the young Nadder to her family. Why would a 
young Timberjack lead such a battle? Why would Frostbite let her? 
Hmma€ 1 . she's probably important to her. Buta€ 1 isn't Skurge the 
deputy? Maybe she's delta, but thena€ 1 . Who was that Skrill that was 
there with Frostbite and Skurge when they tried to talk us into 
leaving? And where will we go now? 

"Raven ! " 

I'm jerked out of my thoughts by the call and I look up. Hookfang 
flies towards me, looking worried. My blood runs cold with 
fear . 

"Irria." The word is barely out of his mouth before I'm rushing 
through the crowd of dragons, searching for a boat or a dragon or 
_something_ carrying my daughter. Hookfang catches up to me and leads 
the way. 

"It looks like Frostbite attacked her." He says, dodging a faltering 
dragon, "Her wounds are deep. She's unconscious . " 

The Nightmare leads me down to a boat and I see Irria splayed out on 
the deck, gauzes all over her body. My heart thumps wildly and I 
snarl, "Move!" 

Any Vikings or dragons nearby immediately back away as I land next to 
my injured daughter. I stare at her with wide eyes. Blood wells up on 
her chest, already soaking the newly applied gauzes. There are 
multiple cuts all over her body, as if someone had taken a herding 
whip to her. I see small Changewing bites on her tail, face, and 
wings. She's barely moving- the slight rise and fall of her flank is 
the only thing showing she's alive. 

"Oh Irria." I whisper, my heart breaking, "I'm so sorry. This should 
have never happened." I gently press my nose to her foreleg and close 
my eyes, "I started this. This is all my fault. I've turned Phoenix 
into Frostbite. If I had only paid more attention to her, and loved 
her more, then she wouldn't be like this, and Kindle wouldn't be 
dead, and Zahra would still be beautiful, and you wouldn't 
be-" 



"Stop. " 


I glance over my shoulder and see Nate flying next to the boat. He's 
wounded and tired, but has a determined look in his eyes. "None of 
this is your fault." He growls, "Irria and I were the ones who teased 
her so much. Nothing you could have done would have made a 
difference. We scarred her for life, and now she's getting her 
revenge. I just wisha€l" he glances at his sister, "I just wisha€l . 
She wouldn't take it out on everyone. And so harshly. I just wish she 
could _let it go_ (for all the Frozen fans, that was for you) and 
come home and live with usa€ 1 . Let us start over." 

I sigh and look back at Irria. One of her eyes is open and staring at 
us wearily. Soon, it closes again and she falls asleep. 

"Poor Irriaa€l" Nate rumbles. After a pause, he asks, "What did you 
say about Zahra 'would still be beautiful'? Is she alright?" 

I stare at him, my heart breaking all over again. How will he react 
toa€ 1 . Will hea€ 1 .? I sigh. If he truly loves her, he'll accept her 
no matter what she looks like. 

"Wait 'till we're on land to see her." I reply, "For now, go help 
your father lead the dragons." 

He hesitates, but then nods, turns around, and disappears. I look 
back at Irria and sit down, gently caressing her flank with my 
muzzle. Thankfully, after a while, the gauze on her chest stops 
soaking up blood and begins to dry. But the scent of my daughter's 
blood makes my stomach churn and my heart ache. 

Letting out a groan, I press my nose to her scales and whine, "I wish 
we could start over, too." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

I grin wickedly, the thrill of triumph flowing through my veins. My 
battle claws dig into the mountain, easily cutting through the rock. 

I glance down at the long clawmarks I made before letting out a 
victory roar. They're lengthy and deep, showing the signs that a 
powerful dragon made them. I purr. 

My family may have mentally scarred me, but I have _physically 
_scarred them, their clan of _pets_, and now, their home. 

Above the roars of victory, I hear Skurge ' s voice, "WE DID IT!" 

My heart thumps excitedly as I watch my clan drive out the rest of 
the pets, most of whom are simply trying to escape them and flee with 
the rest of their friends. I notice a Gronckle break away from the 
fighting and flee a few Nadder-lengths away from me. I immediately 
drop into a crouch, aim, and then leap into the air. 

Slamming into its flank with my helmet, I dive down, smacking its 
head with my tail as I do. The Gronckle whirls around, but I quickly 
surge upwards and swipe at its chin. 



It screeches in pain and lashes out. Before I can move to the side, 
one of its claws sinks into my left wind-flap on my head. When its 
paw draws back, however, I see one of its claws missing. Hissing, I 
send a spinning blow to its face, feeling my claws tear through flesh 
and then meet bone . 

"Yaaawwrr!" The Gronckle shrieks and flies away. I hesitate, thinking 
about just letting it go, but then I take a deep breath and send a 
plasma blast to its tail. It cries out in pain and flies 
faster . 

Laughing, I drop down onto another stalagmite jutting out from the 
mountain. I watch the Gronckle flee until it disappears into the dark 
night, only lit by the Lunar Moon. Sighing, my shoulders sag as my 
adrenaline dies down. Turning towards the red moon, I sigh again and 
simply stare, letting my scales get bathed in the crimson 
light . 

Below me, my dragons mill around, giving out words of encouragement 
and praise, or simply boasting about their moves. I notice swift 
little Calder flying quickly towards the island of Infernious, most 
likely going to gather the clan. Skurge is barking out orders, it 
seems like it's a second-nature for him, but then abruptly stops. I 
glance down at him to see the Whispering Death gazing at me with a 
mixture of admiration and awe. I look down to meet his gaze and he 
flashes his teeth. Buta€ 1 . Not his usual excited, wicked grin. 

Justa€ 1 like a content smile. 

I purr and smile back. 

"Frostbite ! " 

I look over to see Larksong flying towards me, looking thrilled. 
"Frostbite, did I-" 

Unexpectedly, her eyes widen and she yowls, "Look out!" 

Suddenly, something hard crashes into my back and sends me stumbling 
forward. I lose footing and start tumbling down the mountain, claws 
scrabbling uselessly for a pawhold. I yowl in pain as I crash through 
the trees and land on my back. 

The breath gets knocked out of me and I splutter, gasping for air. 
Before I can do anything else, a heavy body lands on me and pins me 
to the ground. I yelp, feeling a searing pain in my shoulder, and 
look up. A young, large, dark russet, male Monstrous Nightmare stares 
down at me with blazing amber eyes. 

"How dare you try and take our home?!" he screeches, baring his teeth 
and attempts to bite my throat. Hissing, I pull him to the side so 
that we're on our flanks. Then, I use my back claws to scratch his 
belly while keeping him in a headlock. 

The Nightmare snarls and kicks me away. I let him go and we both 
scramble to our paws. Then, we start circling each other like wolves. 
My shoulder still hurts a lot, but not as much as it did a few 
moments ago, so I ignore the pain and pay attention to my 
rival . 


"You won't take my home away from me without a fight." He growls and 



rears up on his hind legs. He lashes out at me and I duck. Digging my 
foreclaws into the ground, I quickly swing my hind legs around and 
slam them into his. The force causes them to buckle and he falls onto 
his belly. I jump out of the way, and then pounce on his 
back . 

Suddenly, Larksong lands in front of his face and she lashes out. Her 
razor sharp wings slice across his face and he lets out a cry of 
pain . 

"How dare you attack my leader?!" she spits, her eyes ablaze with 
fury, "How dare you attack my mentor? ! " the apprentice continues to 
lash out, clawing the Nightmare's face into a bloody mess. As she 
does, Skurge crashes through the trees and yowls, "Out of the way. 
Frosty ! " 

Immediately, I jump into the air, my shoulder screaming in pain in 
the process. As I do, Skurge blasts him with multiple rings of fire. 
The Nightmare screams in agony as his scales singe and 
sizzle . 

"Stop! Please!" he cries, trying to escape the two dragons. But they 
ignore him. Larksong jumps back and starts blasting him with fire, 
too. Meanwhile, Skurge raises his spikes and repeatedly bats the 
Nightmare with his tail. Blood splatters everywhere, and I land on 
the ground nearby them, watching the battle. 

It goes on for a long time. A long time in which I am staring in 
disbelief, astonishment, awe, and maybe just a little bit of 
disgust . 

Then, getting over my shock, I calmly sit down and turn my head. 
Licking my wounded shoulder, I wince. It doesn't _look _like there's 
anything wrong with it, but there might be something on the inside. 
I'll have to have Dracen fix me up. 

Looking back at the battle, I watch Skurge lunge at the Nightmare and 
roll him over, curling his body around him and pinning his limbs to 
his body. My deputy turns to me and snarls, "What should we do with 
this pathetic piece of carrion?" 

I tilt my head, thinking, and then shrug. I instantly regret it, 
hissing in pain as my shoulder throbs. 

Larksong slithers closer, "Are you okay? Did he hurt you?" The look 
of worry in her eyes seem so out of place, what with blood dripping 
off of her maw and wings. 

I shake my head, standing up. "The ground did more damage than he 
could have done." I reply. 

Turning to Skurge, I order, "Let him go. The wretched thing isn't 
even conscious." 

It's true. The Nightmare seems to have lost so much blood that he 
blacked out. Either that, or Skurge ' s tail hit him in the 
head . 


Skurge obediently untwines himself from him and circles him. "Let's 
make an example of him, " he growls, "Send him back to those pets in 



pieces ! " 

I sniff, and then reply, "I think we've already done that with the 
rest. We _could _just kill him, but where's the fun in that? 

Larksong, " I turn to my apprentice, who suddenly seems much older and 
bigger now, "Any suggestion?" 

The Timber jack perks up and then hisses, "Let's keep him prisoner in 
our new camp ! " 

I purr and nod. Limping into the trees, I flick my tail and say, "Be 
a dear and drag him to camp, Skurge. Larksong, come with me." 

I hear Larksong flutter over, and Skurge ' s grumbles as he moves to 
grab the Nightmare's scruff. "What is it?" my apprentice asks 
nervously, "Did I mess up on a move? Or maybe, back there, I 
should've used the-" 

"No, no, you did fine." I say, my pawsteps becoming stronger with 
each step, "Perfect, in fact." 

"Really? Great!" 

"Larksong, " I look ahead, barely seeing the wrecked Viking village 
through the trees, "Over the months of your training, you've 
becomeaO 1 an heir, of some sort, to me. Like a daughter I never 
had. " 

"Oh." Larksong looks surprised, and then curious, egging me to 
continue . 

I nod slowly, "No doubt you'll be a high-ranking Fang after 
today . " 

There's a pause, as my words sink into Larksong, and then she gasps 
in realization. "Really?" she squeals, "Wait, _really?_ I'm going to 
be a full clan member? _Today?_" 

I nod again, purring. She leaps into the air in joy, "Grrreat! I'm 
going to go tell Willow!" 

Larksong begins to take off, but then stops and looks back at me, 
"Willow's going to be a full member too, right?" 

"Of course ! " 

She purrs, and then presses up against me for a brief moment. 
"Thanks," she whispers, rubbing her muzzle against my chest, "You've 
kinda become a mother to me too." 

Then, she pulls away and leaps into the air. Looking over her 
shoulder, she purrs in amusement, "Besides Fernheart, of 
course . " 

With that, she whirls around and disappears. 

I stare after her. For a few moments, I stand there in bewilderment, 
and then realize that I've stopped dead in my tracks. Quickly picking 
up the pace, I push through the undergrowth until I come to the edge 
of the forest. 



Leaves and bushes rustle behind me as Skurge comes out, dragging a 
bedraggled Nightmare. He's puffing with the effort, but I ignore his 
struggles and simply say, "Come on. We have a clan to lead." 

I take off and fly into the wrecked village. Most of the houses are 
either burned or knocked down. Many dragons are gathering the wood 
into piles, much to my wonder. 

Flying over to Zylah, I ask, "What's going on?" 

"Frostbite!" the Skrill turns to me, joy in her eyes, "I was 
wondering where you were. Are you alright? Dracen and Poppyseed are 
almost done patching everyone up. Did you get your revenge on your 
family? I feel great! This whole battle was such a rush- it was 
fun ! " 

I purr, raising a paw to stop her. "I'm fine. Just a few scratches 
and a wrenched shoulder, I think. A Monstrous Nightmare tried to 
attack me and we fought in the forest, but then Larksong and Skurge 
came and nearly shredded him." 

I look over as Skurge comes nearer, dragging the russet body with 
him. Zylah follows my gaze and gasps, "Wow!" 

"This is our new prisoner." I state, my voice hollow. Shaking my 
head, I continue, "Anyway, I _did _claw my sister and my mother, but 
I didn't get to Toothless. Or _Nate_. " I add with a growl. Turning to 
Zylah, I finish, "I'm glad you had fun. Now _what _isa€l this?" 

I gesture to the dragons moving wood and other Viking rubbish. She 
perks up and explains, "I've asked Skull, Viperfang, Snapper, 
Swiftstrike, Stone, and the apprentices. Brook, Willow, Wildfang, and 
Larksong to gather the wood into piles so we can light them later and 
stay warm. The rest are either injured or helping the clan get here. 
Look, " Zylah jerks her head to the horizon, where a bunch of dark 
shapes are growing bigger against the cracking dawn. 

"Good." I say, "The Claws and Fangs that didn't come can hunt and 
make new nests while we rest." 

"No need . " 

I turn around to see Crag dragging a dead yak towards us. Bluemoon 
trots beside him with her mouth stuffed with three chickens. She hops 
over and spits them out into a pile. 

"The humans barely had any time to get their livestock. They left a 
lot of prey behind. These chickens practically ran into my paws- it 
seemed rude to ignore them!" 

I laugh and purr, "We'll eat good tonight." 
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><p>Dracen's POV<p> 

"Good job. Poppyseed. Now just mix some more burdock root and 
goldenrod, apply it, and add some catchweed to keep the poultice from 
being rubbed off." 



My apprentice nods, carefully picking through the pack of herbs. I 
watch her as she tends to a long scratch on Aquamarine's flank. It 
isn't deep, but I don't want it getting infected. My ears perk as I 
hear Frostbite's voice and I say, "I'm going to check on Frostbite. 
You continue here." 

I turn around and come face to face with Skurge. 

Blinking in surprise, I take a step back. "What is it?" I ask, trying 
to keep my voice even and growl-free, despite my dislike for the 
Whispering Death. 

He moves to the side and reveals a severely injured Monstrous 
Nightmare. I gasp in shock. There are cuts and gashes all over his 
body. Burns and bruises and gouges- his face doesn't even look like 
it's a face! It looks like an Outcast blade started slashing at it, 
but then someone burned it with fire. Good thing it was cauterized, 
or else he might've lost all his blood. But, seeing as I can't 
distinguish his eyes from the rest of his burnt face, he'll probably 
be blind for the rest of his life. 

Looking up at Skurge in shock, I yowl, outraged, "Did you do 
this? ! " 


Skurge rolls his eyes and replies casually, "He attacked Frostbite, 
so Larksong and I shredded him." 

"How could you injure a dragon in such a way?" I yelp. 

Sighing irritably, Skurge says, "He's just a pathetic Viking pet." 

I flex my claws and square up my shoulders, "Pet or not, he's still a 
dragon! He's got blood, feels pain, and has a life like you and me! 
Just because we're wild and he's not doesn't make us better than him- 
oof ! " 


I stagger backwards as Skurge buffets me with his head. Thrusting his 
snout next to my face, he growls, "Just make sure he doesn't die. We 
need our new prisoner to be breathing." 

Snarling, I lash out and snag my claws on his nose. We both jerk our 
heads back in surprise. 


"You scratched me!" he growls, "You're not a Fang, you're a Healer, 
so start acting like one or I'll report you to Frostbite!" 

With that, he whirls around and slithers away. I stare after him 
until Poppyseed's call startles me. 

"Dracen ! " 


I turn as the young Changewing trots over to me. She looks half 
worried and half annoyed. "Dracen, " she repeats, stopping in front of 
me, "The dragons that are gathering wood are all injured in some way. 
I've healed some, but they won't listen to me when I tell them to 
rest. They won't get better unless they stop working and rest for at 
least one night. And the others didn't even let me heal them! Brook's 
got a cut on her eye that I'm really worried about and 
Swiftstrike-" 



She cuts off, staring at the mangled Nightmare in horror. "Great Sky 
gods!" she exclaims, "What happened?" 

"Skurge, Frostbite, and Larksong happened." I growl, turning back to 
the injured dragon. Looking up, I see Skurge, Zylah, and Frostbite 
talking. Flicking my tail, I say, "Keep an eye on him for a moment. 
Poppyseed. I'll be right back." 

Trotting over to them, I clear my throat and Frostbite turns to me. 
Skurge narrows his eyes, but I ignore him and announce, "I have 
something to say to the clan." 

She looks a little taken aback, but then nods, respect in her eyes, 
and stands up. "Of course, Dracen." 

The queen turns around and leads Zylah, Skurge, and I to a taller 
rock plateau. Hopping onto it, she turns to me and asks, "What's it 
about ? " 

"Just a little medical problem. Might interfere with their work." I 
answer simply. Frostbite nods and purrs, "Well, the rest of the clan 
is back already, so that's alright. By the way, if you could take a 
look at my shoulder later, that would be great." 

Turning to the cliff, she yowls, "Dragons of Infernious ! Gather to 
hear my words ! " 

As soon as the clan is assembled. Frostbite turns to me and jerks her 
head, "Go ahead." 

Walking to the edge of the plateau, I announce in my loudest voice, 
"Poppyseed and I need all the dragons that participated in the battle 
to stop what they're doing and let us heal them. The rest of the clan 
has come, so they can take your places while you rest." 

Roars of outrage meet my words, but I yell over them, "It's either 
that or have your wounds get infected and _then _you won't be hunting 
or fighting for as long as I want. I am your healer- I only want 
what's best for you." 

Frostbite comes to stand next to me. "You _will _do what Dracen 
says." She orders, "And anyway, you all did a good job and deserve 
some relaxation." 

"But what about all the wood?" Whiplash calls out. 

"We're almost done." Skyflame nudges him, "Come on, you have to be a 
_little _tired." 

He grins, "Are you kidding? I could keep on fighting 'till winter!" 
Skyflame scoffs and rolls her eyes. I inwardly sigh. More eggs to 
come. And that means more flustering mothers not knowing what to do 
when their eggs hatch and relying on me (a male!) to tell them what 
to do and- 

Frostbite also seems to notice their sudden closeness and lets out a 
quiet purr. 

Firef light speaks up, "Don't _worry_. Whiplash. Us Claws can take 



care of the wood. And it looks like you're almost done anyways." He 
nods to the many piles of wood. 

"But where will we sleep?" Snapper asks. Frostbite pauses, and then 
replies, "For tonight, you'll have to sleep without a nest. Keep the 
hatchlings and Misty, Dracen and Poppyseed, and the apprentices in 
the center." 

The dragons murmur in agreement, and then Solheart says, "Well, what 
are we waiting for? Let's get that wood stacked and those bellies 
full ! " 

"Wait!" Frostbite calls before they can leave, "I have a few more 
announcements." I notice Willow and Larksong looking up at her 
eagerly. Instead, Frostbite says, "We have captured a Monstrous 
Nightmare _pet _and are keeping him prisoner. He will need guarding 
at all times. Multiple Fangs will keep watch over him for a period of 
time everyday." 

"I'll take first shift." Sawyer, who didn't fight in the battle, 
offers . 

Frostbite nods, and then mutters to me, "You can go heal them now. 
I've got one more thing to say." 

I nod and jump off the plateau. Trotting over to Poppyseed who is 
watching over the Nightmare, I ask quietly, "How is he doing?" 

She looks up, concern in her eyes. "No better, no worse." She 
whispers, "Dracen, he's _really _hurt . " 

"I know." I gently nose her away from the mangled body, "Go take care 
of the rest of the dragons. I've got this." 

Poppyseed hesitates, and then pushes a bundle of herbs towards me. "I 
packed everything I thought you would need in here." She says. 

I nose through it, and then look up and say, "It's almost everything 
we brought . " 

"Yeah, " she purrs, "But Sparrow and Nightwhisper brought the rest of 
the herbs that we left back on Infernious Island, and more. 

Apparently Sparrow knows a bit about herbs and picked some for us. He 
says he just remembers what his mother did for his crooked paw, and 
that he would get hurt sometimes because of it so she healed him." 
Poppyseed's eyes sparkle, and then she turns around and starts 
looking over Bluemoon, who is closest to her. 

Looking away, I settle down in front of the prisoner and listen idly 
as Frostbite proclaims, "Larksong and Willow showed true bravery in 
the battle. Although the rest of you did as well. Willow is not a 
full-grown dragon and still fought her first battle without her 
mentor. And Larksong warned me before the Monstrous Nightmare could 
sink his teeth into my neck, came to my aid when I was injured, and 
it was her idea to take him prisoner. Without her, I could be 
dead . 

And that is why she and Willow shall be the first apprentices to 
become full clan members on our new island." 



I try to block out the roars of joy and encouragement as I chew up 
Celandine before applying it to the Nightmare's eyes. 

"Larksong, step forward. Is it your true desire to become a Fang and 
defend your clan with your life?" 

"It is!" 


"Good. Now, since we don't have the pool for you to drink from, 
simplyaCl pluck a blade of grass from the ground and cut it in half 
with your claw." 


I almost purr aloud. She didn't seem to plan for 
ceremony continues and Willow steps forward when 
Mixing some tormentil and marigold, I gently rub 
Nightmare's slashes. I wince as I feel the burnt 
paws . 


this, did she? The 
Frostbite calls her. 
them into the 
flesh under my 


"It is!" 


"Do the same as Larksong and cut a blade of grass." 

I move on to the rest of the Nightmare's body, suddenly feeling 
overwhelmed by the amount of wounds on his hide. I don't even know 
how this dragon is still alive! 

"By my authority, these two young dragons. Willow and Larksong, shall 
be full members of Infernious from now and on!" 

I sigh, ignoring the cheers of my clanmates and instead focusing on 
my task in paw. This is going to take a while. 
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><p>Nate ' s POV<p> 

My wings sag tiredly as I land/crash onto the shore of Dragon Island. 
The Vikings were iffy about it, and so were the dragons, but this is 
the only place we could go. Although I normally would be tense and 
vigilant on this island, remembering the stories of the horrible 
tyrant. Red Death, I'm too exhausted to even move. 

Toothless got attacked by Skurge, the terrifying Whispering Death 
that has had a grudge against my father since before I was born. At 
first, it was just him and Toothless fighting, but then I saw and 
came over to help. Even though we outnumbered him, he still managed 
to beat us up. And then this female Skrill joined the fight, and it 
all just went haywire from there. 

And to make matters worse, Irria had to face Phoenix _alone_! I 
inwardly shudder, the memory of finding my sister bleeding out on the 
forest floor fresh and vivid. 

But the scariest thing is Phoenix. She's justaC 1 .she looks so 
different from when we were hatchlings. She's so much bigger, way 
bigger than Toothless, and so tough and muscled. Her markings and 
eyes are a frightening crimson, and what's up with her blood-red paw? 
That wasn't there when we were young. Neither were her horrid scars, 
or her deadly, long, sharp claws. And her right head wind flap is 
missing a chunk, and her wings are torn, no doubt from other 



scuffles. It's justa€ 1 so strange to see her like that. She barely 
looks like a Night Fury. And now she's out for revenge. A powerful 
dragon like hera€ 1 I don't even want to think about what's going to 
happen to us. I know we will see her again. She hasn't gotten the 
chance to claw me or Toothless. 

Shakily, I get to my paws, the light of dawn shining down on my 
shoulders. I need to go see Zahra. Raven scared me when she told me 
not to go see her until we're on land. 

I walk as quickly as I can, looking around for the beautiful Nadder. 
Father down shore, I see Stormfly and Saar fluttering next to a 
Viking boat. Making my way towards them, I jerk in surprise as 
someone calls my name. 

"Hey, Nate ! " 

I look over my shoulder to see Griffin walking towards me. He looks 
pretty battered, but his eyes still have their mischievous glint. I 
wait for him to catch up and then ask, "What is it?" 

"Where's Zahra?" 

I look over at the boat where Stormfly and Saar are. "I think she's 
on that ship." I reply. Griffin nods and starts walking towards it. I 
scramble after him, feeling slightly protective of Zahra. 

Stormfly catches my eye as we approach and I ask, "Is she in 
there? " 

"Yes." Stormfly's voice is choked with grief. I glance at Griffin. 
Even _he _seems to be worried. 

"Can I see her?" I ask gently and the Nadder nods numbly. As I 
stiffly leap onto the boat, Saar adds, "Don't stay long." 

"I won't." I call over my shoulder as Griffin hops on next to me. 
Nosing my way through the crowd of healers and leaving Griffin 
behind, I stop in front of a body and gasp. 

There, covered in blood and gauzes, lies Zahra, with an empty hole on 
one side of her bloody face. She wearily lifts her head and whimpers, 
"Nate?" 


Just then, Griffin catches up to me and gasps as well. But, being the 
snarky, rude dragon he is, he exclaims in disgust, "Gross!" 

Zahra wails and buries her face into my chest. I wince in pain, and 
then glare daggers at Griffin. 

"I think you should leave." I growl, my voice shaking, "Go check on 
your brother or something. Where is he anyway?" 

" I don ' t know . " 

"Go find hima€ 1 . What was his name again?" 

"Flynn . " 
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><p>Dracen's POV<p> 


My shoulders droop in fatigue as I drop my forepaws, finally done 
healing the Monstrous Nightmare. It took all morning and most of the 
afternoon, only pausing for a chicken or two, to apply herbs to all 
of his wounds and covering them up as best as I can with cobwebs and 
birch leaves. 


Sighing, I simply settle down next to him, too tired to make a nest. 
Poppyseed already went to sleep, and still is sleeping, but I've been 
up sincea€l. sincea€l 


My thoughts cloud up as exhaustion sets in. But before I can close my 
eyes, I hear the Nightmare stirring. 


He lets out a whimper of pain and I sit up. Fetching three poppy 
seeds, I put them in front of him and order gently, "Here, eat these. 
They'll ease the pain." 

The Nightmare hesitates, but then laps them up, wincing in the 
process. "Wher 'm I?" he slurs. 


I pause, and then reply. 


"You're safe. With me. 


I ' m Dracen . 


The Nightmare lets out a long sigh and replies, "I'm Flynn," before 
falling asleep. 


* *MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA ! * * 


**Yeah, review** 


9. Discoveries 

**I hate rain. And black outs. And losing internet. And school. But, 
then again, who doesn't? ** 

**I have to say, I didn't really like this chapter. It just didn't 
agree with me. It was just battling against me until I gave up and 
now you're stuck with this crap. Eh, whatever, you might even like 
it . ** 

**Super big thanks to ToothlessTheMightyNightFury for reminding me 
how much my fans love this story and encouraging me to keep on 
writing. ** 
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><pXspan>Chapter Nine<span> 

Discoveries 
_Dracen's POV_ 

"Here you go." I say gently, pushing the plump, light green leaves 
towards the half conscious Nightmare, "I made it as soft as possible. 
It's called Lamb's Ear. It'll give you strength, but you have to eat 
it first . " 



Flynn laps it up and winces as he chews. I turn around, grab some 
large green leaves, and nudge three to him, "These are ragwort 
leaves. They'll also give you strength. You'll be living off these 
two herbs, maybe even some honey, if I can get any, for a while. At 
least until you have enough strength to eat real food." 

After eating the leaves, Flynn groans and mumbles, "Why does my body 
hurt so much?" 

"Era€ 1 " I pause, "After you attacked Frostbite, Skurge and Larksong 
beat you up. You're... uma€ 1 you're in our camp, now. On Berk. We 
captured it. You're our prisoner now." 

His eyes, although blind and dull, widen and he perks up a little. 
"Are you a Wild Dragon?" he rasps, fear-scent rolling off him. I nod 
and move to grab some comfrey root. "Yes," I reply, chewing it up 
into a pulp, "I'm the healer. I'll be taking care of you until you're 
better. After that, however, you'll be in the paws of Frostbite. 
Whatever happens to you then is up to her. I'm sorry." 

Leaning down, I lick the poultice onto the gouges Skurge inflicted, 
which are covered in dressing and starting to scab. 

"Buta€ 1 " Flynn starts, "Why are you soa€ 1 nice? Why are you healing 
me when I'm your prisoner?" 

"Not all of us are evil, you know." I reply, "Most of us are good 
dragons. We just believe in different things than you and your 
friends do. And we're lead by two dragons that particularly hate 
pets. Anda€ 1 we needed more territory. Our clan is getting bigger, 
and our camp was too small. Our old island is pretty big, but it only 
had one good place for a camp, and Frostbite didn't want us to split 


He doesn't reply and I finish applying the comfrey. A few moments 
later, he mutters, his voice quiet, "I'm going to be blind forever, 
aren't I?" 

Sighing, I turn towards the Nightmare, "Yes. I'm sorry." 

"How long have I been here?" 

"A day or two." 

"Anda€ 1 " he hesitates, and then asks, "And there's been no sight of 
anya€ 1 pets?" 

I stare at him, and then shake my head, "No. Our Fangs mangled them 
pretty well . " 

"Hey, Dracen!" 

I turn around, blinking in surprise as I see Misty trotting towards 
me. Pulling me aside, she purrs, "I think I'm carrying Fireflight's 
eggs . " 

I pause, staring, and then jerk my head, "Oh. Great. Does he 
know? " 


Misty shakes her head, "No. Nobody knows. I just came to you to make 



sure . 

"Alright. Settle down here." 

The Nadder lies down on her side, exposing her belly. I sniff it, and 
then put a paw on it. Her stomach seems way more swollen than it used 
to be. I nod, "Yeah, you definitely have eggs." 

Misty purrs, her eyes sparkling, "How many?" 

I press my paw harder, and use my other to shift her belly. I feel a 
lump under my paw, and I continue to move across her belly, counting 
the number of lumps I feel. After a few minutes, I pull away, feeling 
my breath catch. 

"Six. You're only a week or two away 'till they're ready to 
lay . " 

Misty's eyes widen, "Six? Six eggs?! And with Badger and Silverhawk 
that would make eighta€ 1 . " 

I nod and help her up. "Don't worry, they've only got two more months 
'till they're apprentices. Wildfang, Adder, and Brook should be 
starting the next step of their training soon." 

"What about Poppyseed?" she asks, "Are you going to make her a full 
healer soon?" 

Shaking my head, I reply, "She's got a lot more to learn. And she 
needs more confidence. Why don't you go tell Firef light about the 
eggs while I tell Frostbite?" 

Misty nods, gives me a thankful flick of her tail, and walks away. I 
turn around and make my way towards Frostbite's new den, which is in 
a crevice underneath the plateau where she makes her announcements. 
Skurge ' s den is in another crevice, much to my pleasure. 

Pausing outside the den, I call out, "Frostbite, are you in 
there? " 

No reply. 

"Dracen? " 

I jump in surprise, whirling around to see Frostbite eating a fat 
black-and-yellow striped eel. Ash gnawing on a pollock beside her. 
Trotting over, I dip my head and say, "Misty's expecting Fireflight's 
eggs. There are six of them." 

Her eyes widen, and she purrs, "Fantastic! I'll tell the clan as soon 
as I'm done eating." 

Turning around, I quickly snatch a gull off of the prey pile and 
settle down next to her. "And," I add, leaning closer, "I've been 
noticing Whiplash and Skyflame. There ' re going to be a lot of new 
hatchlings here." 

Frostbite nods and states, "We must be constantly vigilant in case 
the pets decide to attack." 



Ash sighs, ripping a piece of flesh from her pollock, "I hope not. 
This is a good home." 

Suddenly, someone huffs and I see my cousin. Amber, walking towards 
us, boar leg in her jaws. Plopping it down next to us, she grumpily 
lies down and starts tearing into the meat. Frostbite and I glance at 
each other as Swiftstrike appears over her shoulder. 

The Gronckle/Changewing mutt settles down gently beside Amber and 
starts eating the turkey she brought. 

"Era€ 1 " Ash starts awkwardly, "Are you alright guys? You seem a 
little grumpy." 

"Skyflame never hangs out with us anymore!" Amber bursts immediately, 
"She's always too busy hanging out with _Whiplash_. " 

Swiftstrike nods and comments, "I never would've guessed that theya€ 1 
I mean, she and him woulda€ 1 you knowa€ 1 be together. Whiplash only 
seems to care about battle, and Skyflame is all fun loving and 
caring . " 

Frostbite purrs, "We were just talking about them. Dracen here thinks 
they're going to have eggs soon. By the way, Misty's carrying 
_six_. " 

"Six?" Swiftstrike gaps, "Wow, she's going to be busy." 

"Especially with Badger and Silverhawk." Amber comments. I nod and 
take a bite out of my prey, tired from fussing over Elynn constantly. 
I can't say I'm not mad about Larksong and Skurge hurting so badly, 
but I'm glad that Erostbite didn't get injured, or worse. 

Just then, Skurge appears over the forest with Zylah, Swift strike ' s 
brother. Snapper, and Larksong behind him. I stifle a groan of 
annoyance as he lands and makes his way over to us. 

"Still no sign of any Vikings or their _pets_. " The Whispering Death 
reports, stopping in front of Erostbite. Zylah laughs and walks up 
beside him, "I don't think we have to worry about them for a while. 
They're probably still mourning over the ones that died, or just 
whining about their injuries." 

Erostbite nods, purring, but it seems half-hearted. The Wild Queen 
says, "Yes, but we can't let our guard down. Misty's going to lay six 
eggs soon, and Skyflame-" 

Suddenly, there's a yowl of amusement and we all look up to see 
Wildfang chasing Skyflame in the sky. They look like they're heading 
towards us, but seem to be paying more attention to each other. Soon, 
however, Skyflame lands sloppily next to Ash with a thud, and 
Whiplash lands behind her before darting up to Erostbite. 

"No trouble on the eastern side!" he reports, looking out of breath. 
There's a light of amusement in his eyes, and I wonder if they were 
actually patrolling or just playing. Skyflame nods, also looking a 
little mischievous and panting a little. 

Then, she seems to notice our positions, and asks, 
interrupting something?" 


"Oh! Were we 



"No, no." Frostbite flicks her tail, "Now go take a break and have 
some prey. You've deserved it." 

She nods, and then skips towards the prey pile. Whiplash darting 
after her. 

Frostbite looks back at Skurge and waves her paw towards them, 
"See?" 


Skurge purrs, which sounds more like claws scraping on stone to me, 
and rumbles, "There's going to be more Claws and Fangs soon." He 
gazes after Whiplash and Skyflame, "They're both strong dragons. I 
hope I can mentor one of their children. It's always interesting to 
see how crossbreeds turn out." The deputy looks back at Frostbite, 
"They tend to have different abilities than most dragons. Combine two 
strong breeds like them and there'll be an even stronger brood. 

Little hatchlings with four legs, horns, and snake-like tails, like 
Whiplash, but covered with spines and spitting fire as hot as the 
sun, like Skyflame. I'm happy for Misty and Fireflight, but their 
hatchlings will fight like Deadly Nadders . Crossbreeds, well, they're 
as wild as Wild Dragons get. They're _interesting_. " 

"I know what you mean." Ash says, "I mean, look at Swift strike . " The 
crossbreed Fang looks up from her turkey. Ash continues, "You've got 
the agility of a Changewing, and yet the strong hide of a Gronckle. 
You're practically a mix between the strengths of your parents' 
species. Changewings have soft skin, and Gronckles aren't nimble at 
all . " 

But Skurge barely acknowledges her. He's still gazing deeply in 
Frostbite's eyes, and it looks as if he's trying to send her a silent 
message . 

My eyes widen, and I can feel my lip curling back in a snarl. 
Jealously tears at my heart, and it takes all of my willpower to not 
pounce on him in a flurry of teeth and claws. Instead, I try to 
change the subject. 
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><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

The way Skurge is looking at me so intensely is slightly disturbing. 

I meet his gaze, peering strongly into his white eyes. It seems like 
he's trying to tell me something. But, why won't he just say it 
aloud? And that whole thing with crossbreeds- 

Suddenly, realization crashes down on me and my eyes widen. Skurge ' s 
gaze softens as he sees that I understand. My mind whirls. Does that 
meanaC 1 . Did he just hint that he- 

"Soooo, uh, " I blink away the shock and look at Dracen as he speaks, 
"The prisoner is slowly healing." 

"Really?" Skurge growls lightly, tearing his gaze away from me and 
looking at Dracen, who looks uncomfortable, "I thought Larksong and I 
had battered him pretty well." 


"You did." There's an edge in the Healer's reply 


"And now he ' s 



blind . " 


"Good. " 

Suddenly, I jump to my paws and spin around. "I'm gonna go to my 
den." I mutter, my mind still reeling. Behind me, I hear Amber 
murmur, "Is she okay?" 

Ash replies, "Of course. She's probably just planning the 
announcement of Misty's eggs. This _does _mean she'll need extra 
protection, what witha€ 1 . " 

Her voice fades away as I enter my den. Taking a deep, shuddering 
breath, I sit down and try to organize my thoughts. 

If I'm correct, Skurge, my beta and former _mentor_, just hinted that 
hea€ 1 loves me. "Love." I mutter numbly. That word sounds strange on 
my tongue. I've never 'loved' anyone. 

Of course, I love my friends and my clan, but I don't think that's 
the same kind of love. I _rule _them. And yet, while they go and find 
mates, settle down and raise a brood, I'm still doing what I've 
always done. Leading a clan, plotting revenge on my family. 

I've never really thought of what I'll do _after _I ' ve settled my 
scores with Nate, Irria, and Raven. Justa€ 1 keep on ruling, and never 
settle down. 

MaybeaO 1 maybe after all of this I could. Skurge is one of the 
strongest, fiercest dragons I know- like he said, our children _would 
_bea€ 1 . Interesting. If we ever have any, that is. 

I just don't think I will ever have time. Especially not now. And who 
will lead the clan while I'm in the nursery? Well, I guess Skurge, 
but he's going to get old sometime. He'll slow down. By the time I'm 
too old to lead, he'll be dead. I actually don't think he'll ever be 
able to become leader. 

Zylah will, though. At least for a little while. She's young and 
could make a great leader one day. I wonder who she'll chose as her 
deputy? I hope Larksong- she deserves it. Or Crag, if he's still 
alive . 

Buta€ 1 just thinking that Skurge loves me makes me shudder. It's 
like, some wild, untamed thing that makes my hide prick. I 
just- 

"Frostbite? " 

I startle at the sound of Skurge ' s voice. Turning around, I see my 
deputy slowly slithering in my den. He stops a few feet away from me 
and for a moment we simply stare at each other. 

Then, "Do you mean it?" my voice sounds cold, but not intimidating, 
"Do you _really _love me?" 

"Yes." he rasps, looking directly into my eyes. 

Suddenly, I feel an emotion that confuses me. I get _angry . _ 



"Why?" I hiss, "What makes you think that this was a good time to 
tell me that? There are going to be many new hatchlings on this 
island that we_ just_ captured. What, do you think the Berks _won't 
_attack and try to take their home back? They will- I can feel it. We 
need to keep our clan safe until I'm sure that they won't come 
back . " 

"And we _can._" Skurge says, slithering closer, "We can rule this 
clan. We'll be King and Queen. Our children will be the most powerful 
Fangs in the history of Infernious." He starts circling me, making 
dramatic jerks with his head and tail as he speaks, "And when we're 
too old to lead, the strongest of them will rule this clan. We'll 
watch their victories and see our grandchildren become Fangs, and 
then become rulers. And once we're long gone, our blood will still 
flow through Infernious and through its future leaders." 

He comes to a stop and looks at me, still caught up in the moment, 
"You- no, _we_- will be immortal!" 

I inhale sharply. He's right. We _will _be immortal. But, our family 
doesn't have to be leaders. If I've ever learned something from 
Raven, it's that your children don't always turn out the way you 
expect them to. And when I'm in battle. I'll be worrying about them, 
or Skurge, and my enemy will have the upper paw. 

Taking a step back, I shake my head. Skurge looks surprised, and a 
little hurt. 

"No." I say blankly, "This isn't a good idea. As much as it tempts 
me, I can't. I _won't_." 

I start towards the entrance of my den. Skurge gazes after me, and I 
stop at his snarl, "Why not?" 

Sighing, I look over my shoulder, sorrow in my eyes, and reply, 
"You'll just be a distraction from what's really important: making 
this clan the best it can be. I will lead Infernious to greatness- 
even if I have to do it alone." Shaking myself, I straighten up and 
state, my tone regaining its authority, "Now, come, _beta. _We must 
announce Misty's good news." 
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><pXem>Dracen ' s POV<em> 

"Dragons of Infernious ! Gather to hear my words ! " I look up from the 
remains of my gull as Frostbite leaps on top of the rock plateau that 
she makes her announcements from. I stand up, quickly bury the rest 
of my prey, and lead Ash, Swiftstrike, and Amber to the base of the 
plateau. Amber sits down next to me as we gaze up at Frostbite. 

I sigh, staring at the strong form of my best friend. It's moments 
like these when she really looks like a leader. It's moments like 
these when I can no longer see any of the small runt that I once knew 
in her. It's moments like these where Phoenix is gone. And when she's 
diving into battle. Frostbite takes over and wreaks havoc. 

But, it's not necessarily a bad thing. Sure, I don't exactly _approve 
_of her violence, but I'm happy that she fulfilled her desires and 
became a leader. She brought these former Outcasts into a clan, and 



lead them to greatness. 


Even when she was little, when she was still Phoenix, I could see 
that she was going to be great. I was, and guess I still am, kind of 
like her brother. Like how Nate might've been, if she hadn't been 
abandoned . 

But, now that I think about it, she still would've been an Outcast, 
even if Raven had brought her to Berk. She would've looked and seemed 
so different than all the other dragons. And she would have never 
have grown as much as she has now because there would be no true rage 
in her soul to encourage her to. Dragons would still be teasing her 
or putting her down, even now at her age, if she had grown up on 
Berk . 

So, if Frostbite is what we have to deal with to make her happy, then 
so be it. 

I glance to my right as Misty settles down beside me. She gives me a 
wink, and then looks up as our leader begins talking. 

It's a quick meeting. Misty ducks her head in joyful embarrassment 
when Frostbite gives the news, whilst Fireflight puffs up his chest, 
looking like the happiest dragon alive. Eventually, I see Skurge come 
out of Frostbite's den and stand besides her, but he doesn't look 
very happy. They announce the new precautions and guarding that the 
Fangs will take, and then the meeting is dismissed. 

Turning around, I walk back to Flynn, whose head is raised and 
pointed towards the plateau. He must've been listening. I'm not 
concerned, though; as far as I know, Skurge and the rest of the Fangs 
won't ever let him go back to his family. 

As I draw closer, he lowers his head and rasps, "Six eggs. Wow." 

I purr and flick my tail, "Told ya Infernious is getting 
bigger . " 

**I dunno . Did you guys like it? There wasn't any Berk stuff, and it 
was kinda short. We'll be getting back to Berk and Sparrow (remember 
him?) soon, though. Maybe in the next chapter.** 

**R&R** 

**PS: Did anybody notice the new story cover? ** 


10. A Really Long Chapter 
** . . . Sup?** 

**I forgot to tell you guys that DisneyDreamworksFanat ic came up with 
Zylah, Nate, and Irria's names...** 

**... kinda late to tell you that, but...** 

** . . . yeah . . . ** 


Chapter Ten 



A Really Long Chapter 


Raven ' s POV 

Sighing, I sniff my prey remorsefully and then pick it up. The 
Vikings and dragons of Berk are still recovering, but thankfully, 
some of them with serious wounds are in stable condition. We've been 
on Dragon Island for many weeks now, too weak and shaken to do 
anything more than survive. 

The Vikings that are the least injured have started building 
makeshift homes. Stoick and his most experienced soldiers have been 
under a lot of stress trying to keep everything together. Meanwhile, 
any fit dragons are either guarding or hunting. 

Toothless is in charge of the patrols, along with Nate, who assigns 
two dragons to keep watch up at the topmost perch of the island. 
Meanwhile, Stormfly and I are in charge of the 
hunting . 

Unfortunately, most of the good hunters were the most injured. 
Stormfly, Ambra, Pounce, Shani, and Iris are with me now, trying to 
find something to hunt in the lifeless woods. Thankfully, the 
Terrible Terror family mostly stayed out of the big fight, and 
thankfully, they were the best hunters. Well, for Terrible 
Terrors . 

Shani had immediately fled once we realized the Wild Dragons were 
attacking. She looked like she was flying blind, screaming something 
horrible. Afterwards, when she found us on Dragon Island, she was 
overcome with regret for leaving us . 

Stormfly 's injuries have mostly healed, along with mine, but Irria 
and Zahra are still healing, constantly crusted with blood. At first, 
Stormfly wouldn't leave her daughter's side, and neither would I, but 
then Saar came along with Meatlug's son, Egan, and promised to watch 
over them while we hunted. 

"Sorry, Raven." 

I glance over my shoulder at Shani, who has a scrawny possum at her 
feet. An awful stench wafts off of it. Next to her, Ambra is carrying 
a couple of bats. 

Shaking my head, I say, "It's alright. Once we drop these off, we'll 
head out again near the sea." 

Carrying my catch, which is a boney raccoon, I head towards a large 
outcropping of rocks, "Come on, let's wait for the others." 

Hunting on Dragon Island is poor, its sparse forest only containing 
meager pickings. Nobody can remember what it's like to have a full 
belly anymore. I can feel my bones jutting out, my dry scales hanging 
on my frame loosely. My legs shake as I scramble over the 
rocks . 

Lack of food means lack of strength. Us dragons are doing most of the 
hunting, but some of the Vikings are trying to help by fishing or 
searching for edible plants. It's never enough for a large community 
like us, though. Nobody's getting enough to eat, and as the prey in 



the woods become less and less from our hunting, so does our energy 
and spirit . 


"We're here." I hear Stormfly as she appears from the shadows of the 
trees. Three rats hang from her jaws. Behind her. Pounce carries two 
more while Iris drags a squirrel. 

I give them an approving nod, even though I'm mentally wailing in 
despair. Turning around, I grip my prey firmly in my jaws and take 
off. Immediately, my wing muscles start screaming in agony. Pushing 
on, I hear the others start flying behind me. 

Suddenly, Iris yowls, "Ambra!" 

Whirling around, I see said dragon falter in exhaustion and crash 
onto the rough ground. Landing nearby, I dart to her side and drop my 
raccoon . 

"Ambra, are you-" 

The purple Terror jerks to her paws and yelps, "I'm fine." She 
suddenly slips to her side and I catch her with a paw. Moaning, she 
lays down. Iris anxiously circles her scrawny sister, whimpering, 
"What's wrong with her?" 

I glance at Stormfly and Shani . They both look as disgusted as I 
feel. Straightening up, I say, "This is ridiculous. We can't keep on 
living like this. We have to do something now, or we'll be too weak 
to later. We have to take back Berk- while we still can." 

Pounce sighs and asks, "But can we? We've never been more 
frail . " 

"We will." I say, picking up my prey, "I don't know how, yet, but we 
will. We have to." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

"Come on. Misty!" 

I crouch next to Nixie and Bluemoon, watching with wide eyes as 
Dracen encourages Misty. The female Deadly Nadder is currently laying 
eggs, and it looks painful. 

She had been eating with Badger and Silverhawk when the caretaker had 
suddenly cried out in pain. We couldn't even move her to the Healer's 
Den before the first egg came out. Dracen had then taken over, 
ordering everybody, except for Fernheart, to stay back. 

Not that I would want to get any closer. 

Misty lets out another yowl that echoes across Berk. "Don't give up. 
Misty!" Dracen urges, "Only four more to go!" 

Next to him, Fernheart flaps one wing to cool Misty down while 
keeping her tail curled protectively around two eggs. One of them is 
purple and golden, and the other is dark blue and 
green . 



"Poppyseed!" Dracen calls over his shoulder to his apprentice 
me some chervil!" 


"Bring 


"It's alright. Misty." I hear Fernheart mutter quietly to the laying 
caretaker, "Just stay calm, and maybe bite down on something. It'll 
be over before you know it." 

Misty releases a particularly loud wail, and soon Fernheart is 
tucking another egg into the cluster. 

I arch an eye, staring at the scene incredulously, my mouth slightly 
agape. "I am _never _having kids." I find myself saying aloud, my 
voice hollow. Next to me, Bluemoon laughs, "Why not? I would like to 
have some one day." 

"It's justa€ 1 ." I shake my head, still staring at Misty, "Hatchlings 
area€ 1 . It's just tooa€ 1 . " 

"Scary?" Nixie suggests, settled on my other side. 

I tear my gaze away from the scene and look down, giving a little 
nod. They both purr. 

"I'd never thought that you, of all dragons, would be scared of 
having children." Bluemoon nudges my side, "It's probably only bad 
for a few moments." 

I look back at Misty, who now has four eggs. She's been like that for 
hours . 

"Well, okay, maybe not a few _moments_, " Bluemoon corrects herself, 
following my gaze, "But you get the point." 

Suddenly, I feel tiny claws dig into my tail and look over my 
shoulder. Silverhawk is attacking my tail, and looking like a future 
Fang . 

Her adoptive father, Fireflight, rushes over with Badger at his feet. 
"Sorry, Frostbite." He apologizes, picking her up. Badger starts 
batting Bluemoon 's hind leg. 

"Badger, stop it!" his adoptive father scolds, putting down 
Silverhawk, who then climbs up onto my back. "When is mommy going to 
stop?" she asks innocently, peeking over my head at Misty. I sit up, 
gently sliding her off. 

"Soon, " I reply, "Now go play with your brother somewhere 
else . " 

"Why can't we go see her?" Badger, who's being carried by his scruff 
by Fireflight, asks, "We can make her feel better. She always laughs 
when I do this . " 

He wriggles out of his father's grasp and starts doing this weird 
worm-dance on the ground. 

Nixie purrs and stands up. Flicking her finned-tail in front of their 
noses, she says, "Come on. Pretend my tail is a fox that you're 
hunting. What are you going to do?" 



"Ooh! Ooh!" 


As the Scauldron leads the two young Nightmare/Nadder crossbreeds 
away, Firef light sighs. 

Glancing at me, he groans tiredly, "How am I going to be able to 
father six hatchlings if I can barely deal with these two?" 

I put a paw on his shoulder and gaze at him with sympathy. "Don't 
worry, the clan will always be here to help you." I say, "And anyway. 
Badger and Silverhawk will be apprentices in two months, so you won't 
have to take care of eight hatchlings for too long. And if you 
_really _need it. I'll consider making them apprentices early." 

His eyes widen, "Would you? Oh, thank you. Frostbite! You're such a 
big help . " 

Fireflight glances at his wife, worry in his gaze, and then turns 
around, heading towards Nixie, Silverhawk, and Badger. 

"Do you really think that'll be a good idea?" Bluemoon asks as I 
settle down again. I glance at her, "Why not?" 

The Claw shrugs and replies, "It's just that the other apprentices 
might take it badly." 

I pause for a moment, and then give myself a little shake. "Well, 
they've just got to deal with it, then," I say, "Life isn't always 
fair. Some dragons of the same ranking might get a smaller piece of 
fish than the other. Do they whine about it?" 

"I guess not." 

Nodding, I turn back to the scene. Misty now has five eggs. 

"You can do it. Misty!" Dracen encourages, "Just one more egg!" 

"I-I can't!" Misty's voice sounds hoarse, "I'm just soa€ 1 " 

Suddenly, she lets out a piercing shriek that seems to rip her 
throat. Then, she slumps on her side, panting heavily. The final egg 
is added to Fernheart ' s cluster. 

"Tired." She finishes, and then closes her eyes. 

A few feet away, Skyflame pricks with alarm, "What's wrong?" she 
hisses, "No, no, no! Stay awake, stay awake!" 

"Poppy-" Dracen begins, but his apprentice is already heading towards 
the panicking Fang, "On it ! " 

She quickly makes a little wrap and urges Skyflame, who's pacing 
around anxiously, to eat it. The Fang sniffs, "What's in it?" 

"Stuff to calm you down, " Poppyseed replies, "Juniper berries, 
chamomile, thyme le-" 

"Alright, alright, " she quickly swallows it and continues pacing, 
eyeing her sister nervously. 



I watch as Dracen mutters softly to Misty, who's struggling to stay 
awake. He gives her some herbs, and- 

"Is she done yet?" 

I turn to see Solheart and Whiplash with their apprentices stalk 
towards us from the entrance of the camp. Solheart sniffs the air, 
and then says, "Yikes. Why is everybody so scared? She's just laying 
eggs . " 

Aquamarine, hearing this, replies, "It's painful. Apparently more 
painful than getting your scales burned by Nadder fire." 

Whiplash gives her a skeptical look, and then notices Skyflame 
flustering about. He rushes over to her side, and his apprentice, 
Wildfang, rolls his eyes. 

"What were you doing?" I ask as they get closer. 

Solheart replies, "I suggested that we practice fighting. I know that 
we haven't had any trouble with the pets, but we remembered what you 
said a couple of weeks ago, and Adder needed some practice anyway, 
soa€ 1 yeah . " 

"Good, " I give him an approving nod, "A little practice once in a 
while-" 

"Heya€l" Adder suddenly says, looking at something across camp. His 
eyes widen, "Hey! He's escaping!" 

My head whips around, and after a few minutes of searching, I spot 
the prisoner slowly prowling away from the camp. 

Jumping to my paws, I bound across the camp, weaving through the 
crowd nimbly. I leap, and land in front of the prisoner in a 
crouch . 

"What do you think _you ' re _doing?" I hiss and he halts. Fear-scent 
wafts off of him, "Ia€luha€l I was just-" 

"Trying to escape?" I take a step forward and shove him back. I feel 
my Fangs circling behind me, alerted by Adder's alarm. 

"What should we do with him?" Skull growls, "Now that he's able to 
move-" 

"Punish him!" Whiplash interrupts, snarling, "Claw his legs till 
their useless ! " 

I bare my teeth and raise a paw, my claws glinting in the sunlight. 
The prisoner shrinks away. 

"Wait ! " 


Suddenly, Dracen is in front of me, pushing me back. Murmurs of shock 
pass through the crowd. 


"Don't hurt him!" Dracen orders fiercely, "I won't be dealing with 
anymore injuries you inflict on this dragon. You've done enough to 



him anyway. Have someone guard him, but if you want to hurt him 
you'll have to go through me." 

I blink in surprise. But it doesn't seem like Dracen's directing it 
to me. I glance over my shoulder and see Skurge. 

Oh . 

That makes more sense. 

Turning around, I say to the crowd, "You heard him. Nobody attacks 
the prisoner. Howevera€ 1 . " 

I glance around and bark, "Sparrow!" 

A few moments later, the omega appears and bows at my paws, "Yes, my 
queen? " 

"You are to guard the prisoner at all times, and while you sleep, 
Nightwhisper-" 

I give the Smothering Smokebreath a challenging look, "-will take 
your place. You will eat next to him, and only feed him what is left 
of the prey pile after we all are finished. Do you 
understand? " 

Sparrow nods and replies, "Yes, Frostbite." 

"Good." I thrust my muzzle into his chest, making him stumble 
backwards. "You'll be spending a lot of time with him, so you'll no 
doubt talk a lot. Just know that if you even _think _about letting 
him escape, your life will end at my claws." I growl, narrowing my 
eyes. His amber eyes widen and I see a flicker of fear in them. 

The omega crouches low in a submissive form and crawls towards the 
prisoner, his eyes never leaving my face, "Y-y-yes, my-my 
q-queen . " 

I straighten up and flick my tail over to a small Viking house 
wreckage. "He will be kept over there, and stay there at all 
times . " 

Dracen glances over his shoulder at the wreckage and frowns. I give 
him a don ' t-push-it look and he sighs. With his tail on the 
prisoner's shoulder, the Healer guides him towards his shabby new 
den . 

Looking back at the Fangs, we stare at each other, unsure of what to 
do. Searching the crowd, I spot Firef light, Skyflame, and Whiplash 
nearby. Badger and Silverhawk peeking out from behind their 
feet . 

"Shouldn't you be with Misty?" I call out to them. The three jump in 
surprise, and then rush over to Misty, who was watching the scene 
wearily as Poppyseed fussed over her. 

Glancing back at the crowd, I clear my throat, "Well?" 

Everybody starts moving away awkwardly, going back to whatever they 
were doing. 



Zylah weaves through the dragons and hops in front of me. "It's 
almost dusk." She says, "I'm going to send out a patrol, and when 
they come back I'll organize a hunting party." 

I narrow my eyes, "Isn't that Skurge ' s job?" I haven't seen much of 
the Whispering Death after our conversation, and I've barely spoken 
to him since. 

"He's out in the forest again." My delta says, shifting her feet 
uncomfortably, "He's been doing that a lot lately. Do you know 
why?" 

I sigh and reply, "We had aa€ 1 minor disagreement." Shaking my head, 

I gaze at the forest on the horizon, "Nevertheless, Skurge should not 
be leaving his duties to you. It's a beta's job to be there for his 
clan, advise his leader, and organize patrols and hunting parties. 
Just because we had an argument doesn't mean Skurge can neglect his 
responsibilities . " 

"Yeah," Zylah agrees, "I mean, if he's gonna be leader someday, he'd 
better clean up his act." 

I tear my gaze away from the forest and look at her, "Yes. 

Howevera€ 1 " I lower my voice, "He _is _older than me. I'm not sure if 
he's going to be any more than a deputy. I'm sure _you _will; you're 
younger than me. Skurge is going to be too old to lead by the time 
I'm gone. Well, unless I die in the next few years. Which I 
won ' t . " 

Zylah hesitates, breaking my gaze, and says, "Wella€l . With all the 
fighting Infernious doesa€ 1 . You _could_ die." 

My gaze hardens and I turn around. "No, I won't." I growl 
determinedly, "Frostbite will live on for as long as she chooses." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sparrow's POV<p> 

My stomach growls hungrily. I watch in envy as Skull takes his pick 
from the prey pile. The giant dragon lifts a large boar and a fox out 
of the pile and stalks away to eat nearby Whiplash, who's sharing a 
couple of pikes with Skyflame. The Boneknapper is the second ranking 
Fang, so I have a while to wait for my share. 

The delicious scent of the prey pile makes my mouth water as Sawyer 
picks a turkey from the pile. Turkeya€ 1 my favorite. 

My stomach growls again. 

I tear my gaze away from the food. I've got to focus on something 
else. Scrutinizing my fellow clanmates, I try to notice new things 
about them. I usually do this when I'm waiting to eat. 

I look at Whiplash and Skyflame as they share prey. Skyflame isn't 
supposed to eat yet, but Whiplash brought her the fish, and he's the 
first one allowed to eat, since he is the highest ranking Fang. Soa€ 1 
I guess Skyflame would be allowed to eat if she's just sharing with 
hima€ 1 



After another rumble from my stomach, I give myself a sharp shake. 
Think of something elsea€l . Other than food. 

Looking past the prey, I notice Whiplash's tail is resting on 
Skyflame's back, curling protectively around her. Oh great. That 
means there'll be more mouths to feed. And _that _means less food for 
me . 

Turning away, I gaze at Skull. The Boneknapper is small for his kind, 
but he's still huge compared to the rest of the clan. Next to him, I 
feel like a little trapped mouse. 

Larksong and Willow are the last two Fangs to pick from the pile, 
since they're the newest members. The two sisters bounce around and 
over each other in excitement. Larksong rears up on her tail and bats 
Willow's head with soft blows from her wings. 

Gazing at the two sisters, I find myself purring a little. I used to 
play like that with Ambra and her family beforea€ 1 

Shaking my head, I glance over my shoulder at the prisoner. He seems 
familiar, but he's so scarred that I can barely even tell that he's a 
Monstrous Nightmare. I stare at him for a few more moments, and 
suddenly my scales prickle. 

Whipping my head around, I see Frostbite, who's eating with Zylah on 
a cluster of boulders near her den, gazing at me intently. 

Uh oh . 

I jump to my paws and scramble over to the prisoner's shabby den. I 
must've been too far away from him. And I wasn't watching him very 
closely. Frostbite must be really serious about this. 

As I skitter over to him, my twisted paw slips out from under me and 
I fall onto my chest. 

"Omph!" I grunt, my breath getting knocked away. The prisoner, who's 
closer now, lifts his head and turns it towards me. 

Climbing to my paws again, I walk over to him and sit down on a flat 
rock next to the Viking wreckage that's serving as his den. The 
prisoner, whose head is still following me, sniffs the air and 
rumbles with a scratchy, yet familiar, voice, "Terrible Terror. Are 
you my new guard? If so, then I'm not impressed." 

Frowning, I reply, "Yes, I am your new guard. My name is Sparrow, and 
the only reason I'm your guard is because I'm the omega. I'm just 
here to watch you- if you try to escape. I'll just alert the Fangs. 
Then you'll have to deal with _them._" 

The prisoner huffs, and then after a moment, asks, "I guess I might 
as well introduce myself. I'm Flynn." 

I mentally wince. Oh yes, I remember him now. He's one of the sons of 
Hookfang, and he's also the brother of that rude onea€ 1 what was his 
name? Oh yeah. Griffin. 


Flynn is considerably nicer than his snarky brother, and I interacted 



with him the most out of the Nightmare family. 


Great spirits, _why _does he have to be our prisoner? 

"So, why are you the omega?" Flynn's question jerks me back to 
reality, "I mean, I'm pretty sure I smelled another Terror here, and 
he's hanging out with the bigger dragons. So, why you?" 

I blink and reply, "I was born with a twisted paw." Mentally, I slap 
myself for saying that. Way to give away my identity! I mean, how 
many Terrible Terrors are born with a paw like mine? 

Flynn hums and rests his head on the ground. "I once knew someone 
like you. He walked kinda funny, and didn't stay very long on Berk. I 
liked him, though. He always hung out with another Terror named Ambra 
and her brother and sister. They really liked each other, and for 
awhile I thought he and Ambra woulda€ 1 .wella€l" 

He cuts off, shaking his head, and continues, "He left, though. 
Something about checking on the island he came from. Ambra was really 
sad after he left, and she's been all mopey ever since." 

"Really?" I ask before I can stop myself. I can't help feeling a pang 
of guilt and longing. I really did like Ambra while I was on Berk. 

She was unlike any dragon I'd ever met. Whenever she comes to mind, 
which is almost every day, I feel a hint of regret for leaving. Of 
course, however, about the consequences of me staying every time I 
look at Frostbite's deadly claws. 

Giving myself a shake, I clear my throat and ask awkwardly, "Er, what 
was his name?" 

Flynn tilts his head and replies, "Hawk. Wasn't much bigger than one, 
also . " 

I grunt and glance back at the prey pile, which is dwindling. 
Nightwhisper is currently taking his pick, and after him it'll be my 
turn . 

I get to my paws and watch him impatiently. The Smokebreath catches 
my eye, and gets a mischievous look on his face. Then, he proceeds to 
nose through the pile with dramatically slow movements. Feeling 
annoyance spark inside of me, I bare my teeth in 
irritation . 

Nightwhisper gives me a smug look, and then plucks a seagull out of 
the pile. As he walks away, I start towards the prey. Glancing over 
my shoulder, I order, "Don't move, Flynn. I'm getting us food." 

The Nightmare huffs, but makes no attempt at moving. Turning around, 

I scamper towards the prey pile. Only a few things remain; a snake, 
some bugs that Badger and Silverhawk "caught", a quail, and a 
chipmunk . 

I hesitate, wondering whether to fill _my _stomach or Flynn's. I 
mean, he _does _need it, if he's going to heal fully. 

Then again, if he heals, then he'll be able to escape more 
easily . 



Sighing, I pick up the snake in my mouth and the bugs in my forepaws. 
Then, I drag them back to Flynn. 


As I drop them at his paws, he sniffs them and then asks 
incredulously, "Thisa€l this is it? This is all I get to eat? If 
that's the case, then don't worry about me escaping, because I'll 
have starved to death!" 

Letting out a snort, I retort, "Well, it wasn't exactly a feast 
tonight . " 

Quickly fetching my share of the Claws' catch, I settle down near 
Flynn and start eating. The Nightmare finishes his snake and bugs in 
a few famished gulps. Then, he lets out a long sigh and rests his 
head on the ground. 

As I eat my quail, keeping one eye on him, I can't help but feel a 
prick of pity. Pulling away from my prey, I flex my claws, trying to 
push away my guilt. 

I glance at the quail, and then at the chipmunk. The quailaCl well, I 
guess it's more than enough for a small dragon like me. 

Huffing, I toss the chipmunk to the blind prisoner. It hits his 
muzzle. Flynn jerks his head in surprise, and then gazes at me with 
clawed, sightless eyes. 

"Thanks," he mumbles, eating the chipmunk quickly. After he finishes, 
he swipes his tongue over his maw and says, "It's nice to know that 
you Wild Dragons have at least a little bit of good in you." 

I pause, and then mumble quietly, "Not all of us do. You should watch 
out for Skurge . He's the deputy- a Whispering Death." 

Flynn nods, "I've smelled him before." He takes a deep sniff, and 
then says, "He doesn't hang out here very much, though." Taking 
another sniff, he adds, "You guys have weird scents. It's almost as 
if-" 


He cuts off, taking a long, deep sniff. I cock my head, "Almost as 
if- what?" 

Slowly, Flynn's head turns to me, his nose still twitching. "Your 
scentaC 1 " he mutters, "It's familiaraCl but where have I-" 

Suddenly, his body tenses and straightens. I sink my claws into the 
ground, my blood growing cold. 

He knows . 

I wince, closing my eyes. 

"Hawk?" 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Nate ' s POV<p> 

"I agree," Hookfang says, "They have my son, for crying out 
loud! " 



An hour or so ago. Raven called a meeting of the dragons. Toothless, 
Stormfly, Hookfang, Meatlug, Barf and Belch, Snip and Snap, Shani, 
Saar, Griffin, Ambra, Pounce, and all of the other dragons who aren't 
too injured to work came. Irria's still too weak to do much. 

My mother had said that we should attack the Wild Dragons while we 
still could. Roars of disbelief met her words, but I secretly agreed. 
We won't get any stronger on this island, only weaker. So then I 
suggested that we tried a more stealthy approach, with a smaller 
group of dragons, to attack at night and strike Frostbite and the two 
other leaders . 

At the moment, we're discussing my plan. 

Griffin snarls, "I'm not going any longer without my brother. He may 
be a pain in the tail sometimes, but he's family." 

Murmurs of agreement ripple through the crowd, and Toothless slams 
his paw down for attention. 

"We're going to have to tell our riders about this." He says, "You 
know I can't fly without Hiccup." 

"But I don't want to put Astrid in danger." Stormfly argues. The 
others nod. 

My father narrows his eyes, "Yes, but you're not going without me. 

I'm not going to let you risk your lives while I stay here and do 
nothing . " 

I nod, knowing that nothing will stop Toothless from joining us. 
Sighing, I say, "Why don't we just figure out who's going, and then 
start planning?" 

Raven nods and says, "The fastest and stealthiest dragons should 


"Right," her mate says, "So, that's you," he glances around, 

"Stormfly, Saar, Ambra and Pounce, Barf and Belch, me, " he pauses, 
and then asks, "Shania€l I know you've had a bad past with these 
dragons buta€ 1 would you like to come?" 

The scarred Nadder nods vigorously, "I'll never forgive myself for 
abandoning Berk at its time of need. I might as well start making my 
foul up by joining you." 

Toothless nods, and continues to include some other dragons including 
Hookfang' s brother. Scratch, and one of Stormfly 's daughters. 

Feather . 

"What?!" Griffin exclaims, "I'm not going?!" 

Saar glares at him, still upset about what he said to his sister, and 
growls, "You're too noisy and unpredictable. Stealth isn't your 
thing, battle is." 

Griffin narrows his eyes and snarls, "There might be a battle, and 
you'll need me to be there for you-" 



"Griffin." I interrupt. The Nightmare turns to glare at me . I say 
calmly, "You have to stay here and protect the island with Hookfang. 
You two will be the strongest dragons left here, and the Vikings need 
you . " 

Griffin stares at me blankly, completely baffled. I've never 
complemented him before. 

Taking a deep breath, I lower my voice, "And don't forget about 
Zahra. What's going to happen to her if no one's there to protect 
her? " 

Griffin and I both care about the Nadder, and constantly try to prove 
ourselves better than each other. But, honestly, right now isn't the 
time for rivalry. There's a bigger threat out there, and we have to 
put aside our hate if we want to survive. 

The Nightmare's eyes soften for a moment, and then he nods 
determinedly. "Alright," he says, taking a step back, "I'll 
stay . " 

The other dragons glance at him in surprise. Griffin is usually 
harder to persuade, but I know I hit a nerve when Zahra 's 
involved . 

There's a moment of awkward silence, and then Raven shuffles her paws 
uncomfortably. All heads turn to her, and Toothless asks, his voice 
slightly concerned, "What is it?" 

My mother's shoulders sag, and she raises her head to look at us. 
"Who's going to kill Phoe- I mean. Frostbite?" 

We all hesitate. Nobody wants to take on her- heck, nobody wants to 
kill at all. But we're going to have to if we're going to get through 
this . 

I inhale sharply. I don't like this. I don't want to do this to her. 
But she has shown that blood means nothing to her, so I must. 

Taking a step forward, I announce, my voice strong. 

"I will." 

**A really long chapter. Anyway, I updated sooner than usual. I'm 
just gonna finish this story as fast as I can so that I can move on 
with my life. Meaning- I'M GONNA WRITE A NEW STORY! Yep, after this 
I'm gonna write an Avenger fanfic, starring my 00 Zoey Colt! She's a 
kick-ass wolf mutant that's 13 years old! Woo! Eury is so bad with 
kids. ** 

**Anywho, if you're an Avenger fan, please read my new story after I 
finish this one. Don't know what it's gonna be called, but I'll 

update Who to Cross with an author's note when its posted. 

* * 


**R&R** 


**Tally ho ! ** 



11. Night Attack 


**Well, that was a quick update. Two more chapters to go and then 
this story is done.** 

Chapter Eleven 

Night Attack 

Sparrow ' s POV 

I sigh with content as I take my pick from the prey pile. The Claws 
hunted very well today, and the pile is tall even after everyone has 
taken something. 

I glance over my shoulder at Flynn. We'll eat well tonight. 

The Nightmare has known my true identity for about three days. At 
first, he was shocked. Then he felt betrayed. But, after a long talk, 
he eventually forgave me enough for us to put it behind us. Now, he's 
a pretty good friend to me. He tells me about Berk and how it was 
doing, and in exchange, I tell him about Infernious. 

Frostbite would be furious if she found out, but so far, no one has 
paid any attention to us. Nightwhisper takes his night shifts without 
any complaints, and I take over guarding during the day. 

Infernious is getting stronger than ever on Berk. Our old island was 
losing prey and space for our growing clan. But now we're so sturdy 
and healthy that Frostbite has finally allowed the Fangs to cut down 
on the extra patrols. I'm not sure why she chose to do that, what 
with Misty's new eggs, but for these past few days Flynn has been my 
main focus . 

Nosing through the prey pile, I come across a fat carp. My eyes widen 
in surprise. The thing is almost as big as me! 

I faintly wonder why Frostbite isn't eating this, since carp is her 
favorite. When I glance around for my queen, I spot her sharing a 
boar with Dracen. Nearby, Skurge, who I notice hasn't been around 
camp lately, is ripping apart a wild dog, glaring at the two so 
intensely that I'm taken by surprise. 

What happened there? 

Shaking my head, I grab the carp by its tail and drag it over to 
Flynn. The fish is heavy, and by the time I reach the Nightmare, I'm 
out of breath. 

"Dinner." I pant, and then go pick something for myself from the 
pile. A raven and a mouse look pretty good, so I carry them back to 
my post and settle down to eat. 

Flynn is currently munching on the fat flesh of his carp. "Goo catsh 
to-ay." He mumbles through a mouthful of fish. Swallowing, he 
comments, "I'm used to eating chickens or yaks from the Vikings, but 
wild prey is still really good. Especially when it isn't impaled by 
metal beforehand." 

I nod and take a bite out of my raven. Then, I remember that he's 



blind, and say aloud 


"Yeah. " 


After a moment of silence in which we both eat, Flynn clears his 
throat. I glance up at him as he starts awkwardly, "Soa€luha€l I was 
just wonderinga€ 1 _if _the Vikings and their dragons really do come 
back and come for mea€ 1 and if they drive out Inferniousa€ 1 . Would 
you go with your clan or stay with us?" 

I blink in surprise. Cocking my head, I ask, "Would they even accept 
me?" 


Flynn nods hesitantly, "Yeah. Once we explain it to them they will. 
Especially Ambra." 

I look away, and then say, "WellaCl . They probably won't come backaC 
and I honestly don't think they'll be able to drive us outa€ 1 " 

The Nightmare sighs and turns his head away, "Yeah, wellaCl . I did 
say _if_. " 

I grunt, tearing the feathers off of the raven. After taking a bite, 
I change the subject, "Soa€l do you and Nightwhisper talk after I 
leave for the night?" 

Flynn huffs and replies, "Sometimes. He's so rude, though. Always 
complaining about how he should have a higher ranking and then 
bragging about how awesome Infernious is compared to the Vikings." 

I wrinkle my nose, "He's not the most pleasant dragon in the clan. 
I'll try to stay awake for as long as I can so you can just sleep 
while he guards." 

"Thanks . " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Nate ' s POV<p> 

"You got him?" I ask my father as he climbs up the rocky outcropping 
Toothless jerks his head and haunches his shoulders as he scrambles 
over the last boulder. On top of his back, I see his rider. 

Hiccup . 

"Come on, bud, I gotta get back to Dad." He says, patting Toothless' 
neck. The teenage Viking I once knew as a hatchling has grown into a 
handsome young adult, taking over many of his father's 
responsibilities that he's too old for. 

Suddenly, I hear rocks falling and look away to see Stormfly coming 
up with Astrid on her back. Right behind her. Barf and Belch appear 
with Ruffnut and Tuffnut. 

"Why are they bringing us here?" Astrid wonders aloud as Stormfly 
leads her closer to me. Hiccup glances at his wife and replies, "I 
don't know, but it must be important. I think it has something to do 
with the Wild Dragons." 

"What makes you think _that_?" Tuffnut asks. 

"I don't know. I just feel it." 



Glancing over my shoulder, I ask 


"Is everyone here?" 


Behind me are all the dragons joining in on the stealth attack. Saar, 
with his young rider, Gustav, Ambra, Raven, Pounce, Shani, as well as 
Hookfang's brother. Scratch, with his rider Sven, and Stormfly's 
daughter. Feather. 

"We're ready." Raven says, and then walks up to Toothless. Keeping 
her eyes on Hiccup, she puts a paw to her purple head markings and 
rumbles, "We're going to the Wild Dragons." 

Hiccup narrows his eyes, not understanding what she said, and gazes 
at her markings skeptically. His eyes meet mine and travel over my 
markings. Then, his eyes widen as realization strikes. 

"They have a plan." He tells the other Vikings, "I they're going to 
attack Frostbite." 

Raven nods, and then jumps back. She lowers herself into a crouch and 
slowly stalks forward. Hiccup watches her, and says, "They're going 
to use stealth, though. That makes sense. All of these dragons here 
are built for speed and stealth." 

Astrid looks up at the darkening sky, "And they want to attack at 
night . " 

Raven jerks her head and raises her wings, "If we go now, we'll be 
there by nightfall." 

The twins look at her. "Uhha€ 1 " Ruffnut says, "I think they want to 


"Wow," I glance at Saar, "I didn't expect _them _to realize 
something." Saar chuckles, and his rider, Gustav says, "Well, what 
are we waiting for?" 

"Let's go!" Sven calls from atop of Scratch. 

Raven glances at me and I nod. Then, I take to the sky, the rest of 
the dragons following me. 

My stomach churns in nervousness as I fly. This could end really 
badly. If one of us makes a wrong move, then we're dead. Frostbite 
will kill us for sure. 

I glance down at Dragon Island, everybody milling around the shore, 
not willing to go any further inland. We made sure to put a wide 
berth between us and the place where the Battle of the Red Death took 
place. Narrowing my eyes, I see Zahra and Irria lying down on the 
same boat, apparently talking. 

Suddenly, the churning in my stomach stops and is replaced by a dead 
weight. Frostbite has injured by family beyond repair. We might 
recover physically, but never mentally. And if we don't stop 
Frostbite, she'll turn everyone that's against her into an 
unconfident, lonely dragon like Shani, with only memories to haunt 
her . 

Frostbite has hurt too many dragons, and I _will _stop her. 



■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sparrow's POV<p> 

"About time." I hear Nightwhisper snarl as I walk past him. The 
night-guard grudgingly takes his place in front of Flynn as I go to 
my den. I stayed with the Nightmare until he fell asleep, and then 
Nightwhisper verbally pushed me to my den. 

"Keep good watch over him." I call quietly over my shoulder as I 
walk. The low-ranking Fang simply hisses, "Of course I will, 

_omega_. " 

Turning around, I ask exasperatedly , "Can't you be tolerable for 
_once _in your life?" 

"I _could, _if I were ranked higher." He replies snidely. 

Sighing, I continue walking towards my den, "Good night." 

"Sweet nightmares." 

Grumbling, I curl up in my shabby nest of sticks and feathers. Being 
an omega doesn't give me a good den or nest. Despite my discomfort, I 
fall asleep quickly, weary with exhaustion. 

_I stand alone in a lush, green forest. Birdsong fills the air, 
sounding like the sweetest lullaby. Glancing around in confusion, I 
start walking. Only, I don't. _ 

_My feet don't move no matter how hard I will them to. Feeling panic 
flutter in my chest, I whip my head around, looking for something to 
help me._ 

_Suddenly, I see a figure appear in front of a bright light. I squint 
my eyes as the figure grows slowly bigger and bigger. _ 

_Then, the figure sharpens enough for me to see what it is, and the 
birdsong fades into the background. _ 

_Ambra slowly flies closer and closer, the bright light behind her 
acting like a halo around her body. Her blue eyes seem even more blue 
than before, and her purple scales shine like amethysts. _ 

_I gaze in awe as she flies closer. I'm about to call out her name, 
when the subtle birdsong turns into rustling. _ 

_I try to ignore it, but the rustling grows louder and louder. Ambra 
begins to fade, and I cry out her name, "Ambra !"_ 

Suddenly, I jerk awake and silence meets my ears. It sounds so loud 
and yet so quiet. 

Sighing, I blearily blink my eyes open. I must've slept for a while, 
because it's pitch black and the crescent moon is high in the 
sky . 

Cocking my head, I faintly wonder why I woke up. My mouth feels dry, 
so I get to my paws and creep out of my den. 



Right when I do, I notice something off. Well, for one, Nightwhisper 
is sleeping in front of Flynn. I _would _give him a cuff on the head, 
if it weren't for the dark shape nearby Flynn. 

My eyes widen, and I see another dark figure slink into Frostbite and 
Skurge ' s dens. A strangely familiar scent reaches my nose, but as 
soon as I notice that it's diverse dragon-scent I panic. Before I can 
stop to think, I cry out into the night. 

"Intruders ! " 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Frostbite ' s POV<p> 

I jolt awake from a dreamless sleep at the sound of a cry. Frowning, 

I open my eyes and gaze around my shadowy den in confusion. What was 
that ? 

Suddenly, I notice a black figure slinking into my den freeze. My 
eyes widen and I hop to my paws. 

Unsheathing my claws, I pounce on the creature and pin it to the 
ground. " Inf ernious ! " I yowl, giving the creature a swipe to the 
face, "We're under attack! Fangs, defend our home!" 

Then, everything erupts into chaos. 

I jump off of the creature and drive it out of my den with a few 
stinging blows. Fangs swarm out of their dens and start fighting 
unknown figures. It's too dark to see anything, so I let out a plasma 
blast into the sky. 

As it explodes, I get a glimpse of our rivals and snarl. A small 
group of pets. And they thought that they could attack us at 
night ? ! 

Letting out a yowl of fury, I dive into battle. 

My first opponent is a Deadly Nadder. She's riderless, and I easily 
pin her to the ground. It seems as if she's trying to escape more 
than fight. 

"Ahh! LetmegoLetmegoLetmego ! " she cries and I bite her shoulder. As I 
do, I hear Skurge bark, "Give us some light!" 

A moment later, a few piles of Viking wood are on fire and light 
pours over the camp. 

Backing away, I order, "Fangs! Circle and trap!" 

Immediately, the Fangs back away from their rivals and form a circle 
around the group. All except for one. 

My eyes adjust to the light and I see Larksong fighting my mother. 
Raven. A few Fangs call out, "Larksong!" but I stop them with a firm, 
"Let her fight!" 


We all watch as the two tussle over and over. My blood fizzes with 



excitement as I watch Larksong use moves that I taught her. 


Next to me, Skurge orders, "Swiftstrike, Viperfang, guard 
Misty . " 

Tearing my gaze away from the fight, I add, "Skull, protect Dracen 
and Poppyseed." 

As the three Fangs move to their posts, I turn and get a better look 
at the group of pets. Nate is here, as well as Toothless and his 
rider and a few other dragons . 

Peeling my lips back, I hiss, "I thought we drove you away!" 

Nate turns to me and snarls, "This is our home, and we will never 
stop fighting for it!" 

Grinning wickedly, I gesture to the two fighting dragons and say, 
"Let's see where that gets you." 

As I speak, Larksong pins Raven down. "Kill her!" I yowl, my claws 
flexing, "Kill her, Larksong! Kill her!" 

Suddenly, green flashes at the edge of my vision and I hear someone 
cry out, "Nooo ! " 

To my surprise, I see Sparrow ram into Larksong and knock her off her 
balance. Raven seizes her opportunity and throws her off. 

Outraged, I bound over to them as Raven retreats to the group of 
pets. Raising a paw, I lash out at Sparrow, "You filthy 
traitor ! " 

The omega attempts to dodge, but my paw clips his head and sends him 
flying towards the enemy group. 

He thumps to the ground, unconscious, at the feet of a Terrible 
Terror. She gasps and cries out, "Hawk?!" 

I narrow my eyes; "He was a traitor the whole time! His heart lied 
with you stupid pets! He was an idiotic, corrupt, omega!" 

I snarl with fury and dig my claws into the ground. Nate glares at 
me, "It doesn't feel very good, does it? Having somebody take dragons 
away from you?" 

Growling, I lash out and strike his face, "Shut up! You'll all regret 
this in a few moments! Fangs-" 

"Wait!" Raven interrupts, "Phoenix-" 

"Frostbite!" I hiss. 

"Frostbite," she continues, "You don't have to be like this! Skurge 
turned you into this monster! Please-" 

"Don't try to pled with me!" I scoff, "_You _left me and Skurge made 
me the best dragon I could be! **(1) **Do you think I was brainwashed 
into becoming this beast?! I knew EVERYTHING from the start! I wasn't 
oblivion to the world back then, and I know for a fact that you had 



doubt of my survival from the moment I was born, just like Nate and 
Irria did! Don't try to deny it-I could see it in your eyes 
everyday ! " 

Snarling, I continue, "I was completely alone, young, and I had so 
much to learn. I knew Skurge was evil-" 

At that, my deputy glances at me in surprise. I give him a 
do-not-interrupt-me look, "if I had gone to a different path, of 
course, but what else was I suppose to do? I had no one - NO ONE - to 
turn to! I was betrayed and hurt..." 

Suddenly, I feel my heart clench and my shoulders sag. My voice 
sounds tight as I say, "Who could I have trusted ... who could I have 
fought... who could I have become...? These questions have kept me 
alive all this time. If I hadn't followed them, I'd be long dead. And 
now... Who do I have to cross to end this once and for all?!" 

* * ( 1 ) * * 

"You don't have to cross anyone. Frostbite." Raven says, her eyes 
turning soft. I want to claw them out, but I restrain myself as she 
continues, "You've gotten your revenge. We'll never forget your 
strength, or ferocity, or how wrong we were about you. You have won- 
what more do you want?" 

I narrow my eyes, and after a moment, reply, "Skurge and I made a 
deal- we _both _have to get our revenge. And we're helping each other 
with that. I don't know about you, but I'm pretty sure he isn't 
satisfied yet . " 

I feel Skurge slither up behind me. Raven warily turns her gaze to 
him and asks, "What does your revenge entail?" 

I glance over my shoulder and watch as Skurge grins wickedly, "The 
death of you and Toothless. If I'm feeling merciful, I might-_might-_ 
leave your children alone. But-" he slithers closer to her, his fangs 
inches from her face, "Do I _look _merciful?" 

Raven holds his gaze for a moment, and then looks away. 

I open my mouth to speak, when Toothless's rider- Hiccup, was it?- 
interrupts, "What is going on?" 

I turn to him and reply, "_0h, we're justa€ 1 sett ling a few things. It 
might take a fewa€ 1 months, however. And most likely a few more 
battles . 

The Viking glares at me and asks, "Why do you hate them so much? 
They're your family, for crying out loud! If we're going to fight 
over this, you could at least explain why." 

I sigh impatiently, "_It ' s a long story. 

"It's a long night." 

Cocking an eye, I glance at my family, and then launch into an 
explanation . 



><p>Skurge ' s POV<p> 


I watch in annoyance as Frostbite explains her past with her family 
to the stupid human. She's wasting her time, trying to make such a 
weak-minded creature understand. After an hour or so of dramatic 
justifications, she finishes. 

**(1) **"What?" Hiccup asks in shock. I roll my eyes. I knew he was 

too stupid to comprehend it. 

"_Yeah, that's what my life was like." _Frostbite replies, twitching 
her tail impatiently, "_And now that you know why I'm doing 
this-"_ 

"Okay, wait," the man interrupts, "So you're telling me that you want 
revenge on your family for abandoning you, kill your siblings for 
mistreating you, and kill anyone in your path for defying you as a 
runt ? " 


Frostbite fixes him in an intense glare and snorts, 

"_Congratulat ions , you actually understand." _ 

Suddenly, the rider starts laughing, much to a shock to everyone. I 
narrow my eyes. Has he no modesty? He's surrounded by a clan of 
deadly Wild Dragons. Frostbite will kill him for sure. 

Said dragon unsheathes her claws and growls, "_What ' s so funny, puny 
human? 

"Hahaha! Dear Odin, I can't believe this!" Hiccup laughs heartily, as 
if he isn't about to be murdered in the most painful way. A few 
moments later, he catches his breath, "Hehehe, it's funny ... because 
you and I have a lot in common!" 

We all gasp at that statement, including the pets. 

"_Phh, as if!"_ Frostbite scoffs, "_Like you, a meager human, knows 
anything about me!_" The white Night Fury flexes her claws and slowly 
stalks towards the man. 

Before she can get close enough to strike, my arch-nemesis. 

Toothless, calls out, "Wait, Frostbite!" To my surprise, she actually 
stops, but doesn't take her eyes off of Hiccup. "My human speaks the 
truth," Toothless says, "Please, hear him out." 

I resist the urge to strangle him. 

Grudgingly, Frostbite turns her head to Hiccup and says, "_My 
fath_-" 

"I know what he said, I understand him," Hiccup interrupts, which 
earns confusion from everyone. I cock an eye, gazing at him 
skeptically. How does _he_ know what Toothless said? The two clearly 
speak different languages, and have completely different cultures. 

How does he communicate so easily with someone from something that 
can be easily misunderstood? 

Frostbite seems confuse as well, but then waves it off. 
speak, she orders. 


"Then 



"You're not the only one who's suffered the way I've suffered," he 
begins, and I notice the Night Fury siblings wincing at the word 
'suffered', "While you only had to deal with the tormenting for only 
a few weeks, and then a few months from the Outcasts, I had to deal 
with it 'till only a few years ago! Do you know the amount I had to 
endure - more than you did, that's for sure!" 

He pauses for a moment, as if pondering on how to continue, "I KNOW 
how you feel; to be treated small, with no respect, _anything_ you do 
good is too little for anyone to appreciated, _anything _you mess up 
on - even the smallest things that didn't matter - is enough of an 
excuse for everyone to look down at you, or the fact that every time 
you were beaten down and try to get up... they wouldn't let you. They 
wanted to make sure that you stayed crushed just so they can prove 
themselves right that you ARE a weakling!" 

He gets off of Toothless and walks closer, as if he has no fear in 
him to stand up against the leader of a powerful clan, because he 
thinks that they're both equals. I peel my lips back, beginning to 
snarl, but Frostbite cuts me off with a flick of her tail. Hiccup 
continues, "To make it worse, my dad - my own father! - disowned me 
the moment he realized I befriending a dragon - your father to be 
exact - even though it was the key to end the 300 hundred year war, " 
his face begins to harden, "Your mother may have done the same..." I 
see Raven grimace, "...but at least she tried to protect you. My dad 
did the opposite. He did to me what you had always wanted: To be able 
to take care of yourself. Well, guess what? That is _way_ worse than 
what your mother had done ! 

I had no guidance, no one to help me. Each day was a living hell of 
complete isolation and when I tried to fight back, they pinned me 
down like a DOG!" Toothless gives a small nudge, as if to calm him 
down, and Hiccup pats him before continuing, "I'll tell you one 
thing; I think we both have already proved them wrong ... they ' re all 
hurt with guilt and with regret ... what is there more to 
gain? " 


Silence . 

Hiccup glances at his friends, and I notice Frostbite gazing at him 
intently, almost looking intrigued. 

The human turns back to the Bloody Moon and asks, "Do you even know 
why the dragons live with us?" 

Mentally, I snort. All _Wild _Dragons know that it is a weakness to 
the dragon kind to need the support of a human to live. Frostbite 
enjoys causing and watching the destruction, chaos, and misery of her 
family- I can tell. And yet here they are, even after proving them so 
wrong that humans should be disposed of, they stand battered on the 
outside, yet on the inside, I sense that they still remain 
strong . 

My eyes narrow. Why can't we break them? 

We all gaze at Frostbite, waiting for her answer. After a moment, she 
says, _"Of course I do. These pets are weaklings for needing the 
support of humans to live."_ 


As expected. Hiccup shakes his head. 



"I want to show you something ... how the humans and the dragons 
started living with each other... I want to show you how it all began. 
Will you come with me?" Frostbite and I both cock an eye and look at 
him skeptically. 

"Maybe I'm asking the wrong question..." he said, "...will you trust 
me?" 

Frostbite stares at him for a few moments, thinking. I glance at her. 
How can she possibly even be _considering _her answer? 

Finally, the queen shakes her head, _"I will not trust you, that's 
for sure. Howevera€ 1 I will go with you, along with some of my 
personal guards . 

"Bring whoever you want." He interrupts again, "In fact, bring your 
whole clan if you want to. What I'm about to show you is a little bit 
of a history lesson- it would be good if everyone was to know the 
actual truth" 

Frostbite nods, looking suspicious, and turns to her clan. "The 
following Fangs will accompany me: Skurge, Zylah, Whiplash, Skull, 
Sawyer, Ash, Larksong, and Willow. I want the rest of the Fangs to 
remain here and guard the camp. Dracen, " she glances at the Healer 
and I subtly roll my eyes, "You're in charge. We'll be back soon." 

I slither to her side and give her a warning look. She nods and turns 
to Hiccup. Thrusting her muzzle in his face, she snarls, _"You better 
not cross me- or you'll regret it." _ 

"I swear to all the gods that I will NOT betray you. You have my 
word . " 

Frowning, I ask, "Where are we going?" Frostbite translates it, and 
the human replies, 

"Have you ever heard of Dragon Island, or... the Nest?" **(!)** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong> ( 1 ) Super big thanks to johnnylee619 for helping me write 
these parts! <strong> 

**What did you guys think about this chapter? Who to Cross is almost 
over, and there will NOT be a sequel. I'm done with this 
series . * * 

**If anyone doesn't want to be lazy, find out how long ago the Who To 
series began, and I'll give you a shoutout in the next chapter. First 
one to do it wins!** 

**R&R** 


12 . History 

**Second to last chapter! johneylee699 helped me write this, so props 
to him ! * * 



Well 


**Nobody wanted to find out how long ago Who to Trust came out? 

I guess I have to do it myself. It came out on April 12th, 

2013** 

**It's almost been a year** 

* *Wow* * 

Chapter Twelve 
History 

The sky slowly grows brighter and brighter as we fly after the large 
Nighty Fury. Wisps of morning ocean fog weave around my wings, giving 
my scales a slight chill. 

Glancing to my left, I see Larksong soaring with confidence, her 
large wings easily slicing through the mist. On my other side is 
Skurge, who looks more upset than usual. 

Flying a bit closer to him, I ask with a low voice, "What's 
wrong? " 

The Whispering Death pauses, and then turns his head towards me, "Why 
are you agreeing to follow these idiots, when they're obviously 
trying to change your mind?" 

I blink, and to my surprise, I find myself unable to answer. Finally, 
I say, "I don't know." 

"I thought you've always wanted revenge on your family." 

"I doa€ 1 " I hesitate. I _do _want revenge on my family, but for some 
reason, the desire to hurt them isa€l not as strong. Maybe it was 
something Hiccup saidaC 1 maybe he _does _have a point. I _have 
_already hurt Raven and Irria, and I must've hurt Nate if he changed 
behaviors so quickly. It was probably someone he loved, or just that 
I almost killed Irria. 

Anda€ 1 Hiccup _is _right about Toothless not having anything to do 
with this thing. I always thought that I would kill Raven, Nate, and 
Irria while Skurge went after Toothless, buta€ 1 . 

I shake my head. What has happened to me? What changedaC 1 .? 

I glance around, searching for a particular dragon. 

There ! 

Nate flies silently with Raven on the outskirts of the group. He eyes 
Ash, who is flying the closest to him, warily, but makes no move to 
flee or fight. 

As I watch him, his gaze slowly meets mine. I expect myself to harden 
my gaze or glare at him, but I don't. Nate's eyes don't hold any 
hatred, but there's no warmth either. They're justaC 1 empty. Like 
mine . 

I glance back at Skurge, who is watching me. His eyes narrow, and he 
growls quietly, "Just don't forget about _my _revenge . " 



with that, he flies off to Whiplash, who is a bit away. I stare after 
him for a moment, and then turn away. Looking around, I spot Sawyer 
and call him over. 

The male Timber jack comes up beside me. My old friend asks, "What's 
up. Frostbite?" 

I hesitate and quickly glance around. No one seems to be paying 
attention, so I ask, "What do you think about thisa€l . War thing 
against the Berbers?" 

Sawyer blinks and cocks his head, "What do you mean?" 

"I mean," I reply, "I've just realized that I've never thought about 
what my clanmates thought of this. I've basically just been using you 
guys to help me get my revenge. I've been so caught up in all of this 
thata€ 1 I've never considered what _you_ wanteda€ 1 " As I say this, I 
realize that I'm simply telling this to myself instead of 
Sawyer . 

The Timberjack pauses, and then answers, "Well, it was a real thrill 
at first. I mean, fighting alongside your clanmates- dragons who 
would lay down their lives for you. I love it. But this whole war 
thing isa€l . I don't know." Suddenly, his shoulders sag and he looks 
exhausted. He gives me a long look and sighs, "Honestly, Frostbite, 
I'm _tired. _I'm willing to fight for you, but I just wish you would 
end this soon. I want to be able to feel safe at camp, wherever it 
is. I don't always want to be looking over my shoulder or going on 
extra patrols in case of a threat. I want to bea€ 1 _home_. " 

I intake a sharp breath. My own clanmates don't even feel safe, and 
it's because of me. I've given them a home, and yet it isn't home to 
them. Not really. 

I give myself a shake. I've got to stop being so selfish. 

"What are you going to do?" Sawyer asks after a while. 

I glance at him and reply, "Whatever it takes." 

As I speak, a gray shape appears on the horizon. Leaving Sawyer, I 
fly up ahead of the group. Narrowing my eyes, I can barely make out 
an island, with a tall peak at the top. 

I sense someone coming up behind me and ask without looking, _"Is 
that the Nest?"_ 

"Yes . " 

I look up at the Viking atop my father, _"What ' s this all 
about ? 

The man replies, "We'll begin when we land." 

I sigh irritably and we continue to fly. As we do, I notice that 
Toothless and I are flying right next to each other. I glance at him 
and see him staring at me . I don't blame him. 

For one thing, I barely look like a Night Fury, let alone his 



daughter. Two- female Night Furies aren't supposed to be bigger than 
males, but I'm almost twice his size. And three- I have never been 
this close to one of my family members without trying to kill 
them . 

Toothless continues to stare at me with a sort of scrutinizing look, 
so I seize my advantage and try to find some similarities between us. 
We don't have the same markings or scale color, and my paws are wider 
than his, and my claws are longer. After a few moments, I notice that 
we have the same lean shoulders and broad heads. My wings have 
Raven's shape, but I have Toothless's tail shape, spare the 
prosthetic flap. 

Glancing around, I spot Nate again in the same place. He looks more 
like Raven, having inherited her slender build, but I can also see a 
bit of Toothless in his wings. Also, to my surprise, I realize that 
he has the same spinal scales as I do. 

I look away, faintly wondering if Irria is a bit like me too. 

The island steadily grows bigger and bigger, and soon we're circling 
down to land. I land gracefully, as I always do, along with the rest 
of the Fangs that came. I subtly notice the pets landing a little 
sloppily . 

Skurge frowns up at the large rock mountain in the center of the 
island. I notice Raven and Toothless looking a little uncomfortable 
too . 

Cocking my head, I'm about to ask about it when a familiar scent 
reaches my nose. Eyes slitting, I bound in front of Toothless and 
block his path. 

"_There ' s more of you here!" _I hiss to Hiccup, "_I knew this was a 
trap ! 

"Wait, wait!" The human says, hopping off of his steed, "Yes, the 
rest of us are here. But on the other side of the island!" he adds 
before I can retort. 

Scowling, I whirl around and stalk away. I prowl around as all the 
dragons land, glaring at the pets. Once everyone is settled. Hiccup 
approaches me again. 

"What I'm about to show is somewhat disturbing. I want you to see 
first before everyone else. Will you trust me?" There he goes with 
the same question again. I roll my eyes. It's almost as if this is my 
own conflict to solve, like my own future is at stake by the choices 
I make. Which it is, I guess. 

"_As I said earlier, I reply, "_I will not trust you, nor will I 
ever will. However, I will follow you to whatever history class you 
intend to take me to. I warn you, though; if you-_ 

"Yeah, yeah, I know 'Cross me and you die! ' I get the message. Like I 
said, you have my word, " he interrupts and I huff in 
annoyance . 

Glancing around, I beckon Skurge with a flick of my tail. "_Skurge 
comes_. " I say to Hiccup. The Viking looks uncertain, "I would really 



prefer if only you came." 

"_Well, I don't care about what you _prefer." I snap back, "_He 
comes, or I don't go . 

Hiccup, looking slightly annoyed, replies, "Fine, then. If you get to 
bring someone, then so do I. Toothless comes." 

I sigh in irritation, and then nod. Turning around, I call to Zylah, 
"Keep an eye on things while I'm gone. Also, for now, no harm must 
come to the Night Furies." 

Zylah nods and starts checking over everyone. 

Looking to Hiccup, I say, "_Well?"_ 

He jerks his head and starts towards the east. With a glance at 
Skurge, I follow, the Whispering Death on my tail. 

We walk along the shore for a long time. As we do, I feel my heart 
clench in impatience. I have a clan to lead, and currently, we're all 
split up. My claws flex with worry as to how Dracen is doing with the 
rest of the clan on Berk. Hopefully Crag or some other high ranking 
dragon is helping him. What if something happens to Misty's eggs? 

What if the rest of the Vikings attack them? 

My eyes widen in horror. I barely left any Fangs with them. What if 
this was all a plot from the start? Hiccup tricking me into splitting 
up my clan so the rest of his wretched kind can wipe out our Claws 
and Healers and Caretakers ! 

How could I have been so blind? ! 

I'm about to stop and yowl out an alarm when Hiccup stops 
walking . 

Still lost in thought, I almost bump into him, but halt in 
time . 

"_What ' s wrong_?" I ask in suspicion. 

If this is all a trap... 

The Viking turns around to face me, and then, to my surprise, sits 
down on the ground. I stare at him in confusion. 

"Settle down," he says. I hesitate, seeing no harm in it, but still 
wary. Eventually, I resolve in a simple crouch. 

"Have you ever heard of the Red Death?" Hiccup asks. 

I sniff, pausing for a moment. Of course I have heard of the Red 
Death. Skurge once told me a little bit about her when I was younger. 
Apparently she was an evil dragon queen, but other than that, I don't 
know much about her. 

"_I ' ve heard of her. Can't say that I'm really into history, 
though_. " I reply, and then add, "_Well, at least what's happened 
before I hatched." 



"Well, then. It's time for a long-overdue history class." Hiccup 
looks to his left side, staring at something. I follow his gaze a 
spot a large bone jutting out of the ground. 

"She was a dragon," I mentally snort. Obviously. "But she was no 
ordinary dragon. Kind of like you, actually. There are many names 
that we call her, one of which I just told you, and the others are 
'The Queen' or 'The Mother of all Dragons'." 

Next to me, Skurge flicks his tail in impatience. Hiccup continues, 
"For 300 hundred years, maybe even more, she had been living inside 
that mountain, " he points said mountain to the right, with a gaping 
hole as an entrance. I narrow my eyes. It looks like there's some 
sort of chamber in there. 

"Her size was unimaginable, her feet were just the size of our 
Longboat, and her teeth were the size of full-grown Monstrous 
Nightmares ..." 

His eyes stare coldly at me, as if wanting me to relive what he saw, 
"We saw what she could do. She could control the minds of every 
dragon around her. Maybe out of fear from tyranny, or literally 
controlling their minds. She would call them to raid the Vikings and 
bring our food to her." 

I cock an eye. Really? _Really?_ 

Flexing my claws, I comment, _"This story is a bit far-fetched, don't 
you think? Perhaps you were- how do you say it? Drunk?- on that rum 
that you humans love so much."_ Skurge and I laugh, and a purr 
rumbles in my throat, "_Do you really think a dragon can be that big? 
And I'm also pretty sure dragons can't be telepaths!" _ 

I chuckle and look at Skurge. My deputy still looks uncomfortable, 
despite laughing, and has an odd look in his eyes. 

Meanwhile, Hiccup and Toothless watch us, disapproval in my father's 
eyes. Not that I care. 

"I don't expect you to believe me." Hiccup says, "I mean, I wouldn't 
believe it myself. However, I would believe if I noticed that I was 
laying right on _top _of it ! " 

I blink in confusion for a moment, and then my eyes widen. Jumping to 
my paws, I glance furiously around me. 

What I thought were shipwrecks or rocks are actually bones. And huge 
ones! They're everywhere, littering the floor, shattered and half 
buried. If I can make it out right, based on the lining of each of 
the bones' pattern, it almost looks like the ribcage 
ofa€ 1 ofa€ 1 

"Great skiesa€ 1 " I whisper in astonishment. Next to me, Skurge 
grimaces . 

"I know, I know, I was surprised too." Hiccup says, "Although, she 
was much uglier when she was alive, " 

I blink, and then stare at the human. Slowly narrowing my eyes, I 
ask, "_D-did you guysa€ 1 _kill_ her?"_ 



It's a stupid question, I know. But how else could she have died, and 
yet they saw her? 

To my amazement, the Viking replies, "Yes, yes we did." 

My eyes widen, "_How?"_ 

"With the power of friendship, " Hiccup answers and I blink in 
confusion, "It was your dad and I, both of us working together and 
leading the other dragon riders. All of us were united. And through 
our alliance, we killed the Queen, " he explains, "This is why all of 
us live together, dragons and humans. Because together, we can 
accomplish anything." 

I stare at him for a few moments, and then frown, "_If you're so 
powerful, then, why could my clan beat you so easily? Even I know we 
wouldn't be able to beat_ that." I gesture to the skeletal 
beast . 

Hiccup replies, "You didn't truly beat us." I give him a skeptical 
look . 

"I mean, sure you took your home, but we're all still together. 
Although you have physically crushed us, our spirit remains 
untouched. You may think that the dragons rely on us, but you haven't 
realized that we also rely on them." 

"_0f course you do_, " I snap, "_Humans are weak, f leeble-minded 
creatures. So much that you need dragons to keep you from falling 
apart, and in the process, you've softened them and made them a 
scourge on the name of Wild Dragons . 

To my annoyance. Hiccup shakes his head, "We live in a society where 
all of us are equal." 

I scowl and bare my teeth. Toothless tenses, but Hiccup remains 
calm . 

_"Where are you going with all of this?"_ I hiss. 

"I want you to know that both of our societies work. If we can't live 
together but separated, then at least let us live apart from each 
other in peace and accept our differences." For the first time, after 
all the ruins I've brought down upon him, he smiles at me . I stare at 
him in confusion. 

"There's one more thing I want to add," he says, "After this, do you 
still truly believe that killing your family is a good idea? I mean, 
what about your dad? He never even knew you existed." 

_"0f course I do ! "_ I snarl, but its half-hearted, despite myself. He 
seems to notice, but before he can say anything, I add, _"Why 
wouldn't I, after everything that was cursed upon me?! Wouldn't you 
have done the same_-" Abruptly, I stop. Something's off. I ask, 

_"Wait a minute ... why_ didn't _you do it? You had my father, who was 
one of the most powerful dragons of his time, and yet you and him 
saved the people who loathed you... why did you save them?" _ 


"Oh please, there were moments when a sickening thought like that 



came into my head. You have no idea how much I urged myself to 
destroy Berk and slaughter all that denied me!" I stare at Hiccup as 
he continues, "But you know what? I looked past it, and even with so 
much doubt of what I did, the life of everyone still mattered. Of 
course, they treated me like a dog, but they just misunderstood 
because they never learned their lesson, and I never gave them a 
second chance, so why not start now...?" 

He gazes at me with great connection, as if trying to send me a 
mental message, "If you are still going to _try _to kill them, then 
you're going to have to go through me as well. After all, your dad is 
like a brother to me, so that makes me your uncle." He stands up and 
slowly walks past me. I don't try to stop him 

"And let's not forget that you're his _daughter_, offspring to the 
most powerful Night Fury in the Northern land, " he warns, and now, 
ending the subject, "The choice is all yours, but be careful. 

Whatever you make, you're going to need to know who you can trust, 
fight, or cross in order to become whatever you are meant to be." 

I blink, and the Frostbite of me comments snidely, "_Geez, that's 
specific_. " 

"Heh, well, it's called a 'Cross road of destiny' for a reason. 
Welcome to my world..." 

Hiccup stops walking and turns around, "Do you need a moment to 
decide? " 

I don't reply. Instead, I look at the ruins of the Nest. I try to 
imagine a colossal beast tearing its way through the rock, but when I 
do, I see myself. My heart clenches. 

As much as I hate to admit it, I'm very similar to the Red Death. I 
remember when I first became leader of Infernious, I promised I would 
never turn into her. But I did. And Sawyer confirmed my fears that my 
clan isn'ta€l happy. Just like the slaves of the Red Death. 

I glance at Toothless. If it had been a few weeks ago, I would've 
felt the urge to rake my claws across his face. But nowa€ 1 it's gone. 
The thrill of the war is gone, and now the burden of it weighs down 
on my shoulders . 

I notice the long scar on Toothless's chest. I did that. Looking 
back, I remember clawing Irria, and the battle with Raven, and the 
quick little snippet I had with Nate in the first battle. I may not 
have physically harmed him much, but mentally, I have. 

I have scarred all of my family members. I have gotten my revenge. 
Frostbite is over, and now I have a clan to lead. I have to bring 
them somewhere where they'll feel like it's home. 

Turning to the others, I notice all of them staring at me, holding 
their breath. Closing my eyes, I dip my head, "_I have gotten my 
revenge. I realize now that it's better to live in peace than in war. 
I have a clan to lead. I've always wanted to lead them into 
greatness, but I now know that greatness doesn't have to mean being 
the strongest fighters or most feared dragons. We can be great 
through ourselves, through our hearts and minds, not our teeth and 
claws . " 



Looking at Hiccup, I say so quietly I can barely hear myself, _"The 
war is over. Infernious and the Berks can live in peace. 

He and Toothless both sigh with relief. Glancing to my side, I see 
Skurge with a look of horror on his face. "What?!" he hisses. 

Hiccup steps forward, "Thank you. Frostbite. That was the decision of 
a true leader. Let this be a new beginning for our people." 

I jerk my head and say, _"You're very wise. For a human. Thank you 
for that lesson. Apparently history is more important than I 
thought . "_ We both laugh softly, and I suddenly feel lighter than I 
have in months. This is the right choice. I know it. 

Taking a step back, I say, _"We should go tell the others the news, I 
guess . "_ 

Suddenly, Skurge yowls, "NO!" 

I whirl around and see him with a look of pure rage on his face. "You 
promised!" he snarls at me, "You promised! We had a deal! Its time 
for _my _revenge now!" 

Standing my ground, I say sternly, "I know what I promised, Skurge. 
But you have to look past it like Hiccup did- like I've _done . "_ 

"I knew you didn't have it in you!" Skurge hisses, thrusting his 
muzzle in my face, "You have the blood of _pets _in your veins, and 
it will keep rotting you no matter how much I try to force it out! 
You're still the stupid runt I found all those years ago! I thought, 
what with your abandonment, you could actually be great! But I was 
wrong- you're still soft! You're still a runt! You're still the 
daughter of fools!" 

"Skurge-" I begin, only to be interrupted again. 

"I don't care about you anymore!" Skurge hisses. His face is 
contorted intoa€ 1 madness. That's the only way to describe it. My 
eyes widen, I feel a hint of fear. 

"I will get my revenge, with or without your help! You've been the 
only thing holding me back all this time! But I don't care about you 
anymore! I _will _get my revenge if it is the last thing I do ! I 
_will _kill Toothless!" 

He suddenly whirls around towards my father. 

"Do not harm him, Skurge!" I yowl, but he doesn't listen and lunges 
at him. It's too late. That look I saw on his face- he's past the 
point of reasoning. 

Before I can stop myself, I leap towards Skurge, my claws 
unsheathed . 

**Sorry, it was a bit short. The next chapter will come very soon, 
though. It will probably be really short too. But whatever, it'll be 
a good ending.** 


**... Skurge is a really crazy character. He's so fun to write 



though . 


* * 


** Anyway . . . 

**Read, rate, review, and tally ho!** 


13. Me Again 

**Ha HA! Back-to-back updating! Bet ya didn't expect 
that ! ** 

**Anyway, this is the last chapter. I'm really happy with it, and I 
hope you are too cuz there's not gonna be a sequel!** 

Chapter Thirteen 

Me Again 

I didn't mean to do it, really. I was just planning to pin him down 
and put him in his place because he needed to be reminded who was the 
leader. However, I seemed to have forgotten how old he really was. Or 
what age could do to your body. 

I guess it still is my fault. I should've realized that he was 
slowing down sooner, and maybe I could've convinced him to retire. 

But now it's too late. 

Grunting, I climb off of Skurge ' s lifeless body. His neck is bent at 
an odd angle, and his eyes are glazed over with death. 

When I leaped, my head collided with his so I could daze him. It 
would've worked on a younger dragon, maybe, but Skurge wasn't exactly 
young. His old frame completely broke under the blow and his neck 
snapped easily. 

I take a step back and stare at his body in shock. I can't believe I 
did this. Sure, I've killed before, but it's never been so personal. 
And never accidental. 

I barely hear Toothless's gasp of astonishment. I barely see Hiccup 
slowly walking towards me. All I can focus on is Skurge, and all the 
memories of him that are whirling through my mind. 

The day he found me in the Dark Cave. 

All of his training and encouragement. 

Him fighting alongside me in battle. 

Us making promisesaCl . Promises I didn't keep. 

Maybe it was for the best. Actually, I think it _was _for the best. 

He was never going to be leader anyway, and his heart and mind was 
clouded with hatred, whilst I still had my conscience. He was rough- 
he wouldn't have been a good leader, but he was a good deputy. 

And I'll miss him. 


Slowly, I force my paws to move towards his body. Dipping my head, I 



softly press my nose to his flank. 


"I'm sorry," I whisper, "I owe you so much. You were the only one who 
kept your promises. I didn't, but I don't regret doing so. Still, 
there was some good in you, and I'll miss you." 

Taking a deep breath, I take in his scent one more time before it is 
fully tainted with death-scent. 

Lifting my head, I gaze at Toothless and Hiccup. My shoulders sag, 
and my eyelids feel heavy. I'm tired. I'm so, so tired. But I have to 
keep on moving, like I always do. 

"Let's go." I murmur, nosing my way underneath Skurge ' s body. 
Toothless and Hiccup help push him onto my back, and then we start 
walking back to where we left the others. 

I have to bring my clanmates back together. I have to lead them to a 
safe place, to a home. And we have to mourn for Skurge. 

I faintly wonder how I'm going to explain his death to them, but 
Toothless interrupts my thoughts. 

"Thank you." he says softly, "Youa€l you're actually one of the 
bravest dragons I've ever met. Not only in battle, but in your heart 
as well. I owe you my life, and nobody in Berk shall ever forget 
you . " 

"I'm sure they won't." I reply, my voice hollow. Toothless looks at 
me for a moment, and then falls silent. 

The journey back seems a lot shorter than before, but by the time I 
see dragons up ahead, my muscles are straining underneath Skurge ' s 
weight . 

Toothless and Hiccup try to help me, but I warn them off with a 
growl. I killed Skurge, so it only feels right for me to bring him 
home and bear his weight. 

As we get closer to the group of dragons. Raven and Nate spot us and 
dart over. When they see Skurge and I, however, they stop and 
gasp . 

Ignoring them, I continue moving towards my clanmates. 

"Skurge!" Whiplash is the first one to notice and he alerts the 
others. He, Zylah, Skull, Sawyer, Ash, Larksong, and Willow all rush 
over to my side. Slumping, I let Skurge ' s body slide off my back and 
onto the ground. 

"No!" Ash cries, and I hazily remember all the adventures that she. 
Sawyer, Dracen, Skurge, and I had together. We were closer to Skurge 
than anybody else. 

Sawyer touches his nose to the fallen deputy's head, "What 
happened? " 

Before I can stop myself, I tell them the truth, "I killed 
him. " 



Everybody stares at me. Sighing, I continue, "He disobeyed my orders, 
and I tried to stop hima€ 1 . He was just to old, it would've happened 
soon anyway." 

Whiplash brushes his friend's lifeless body softly with a paw and 
asks, "What do we do now?" 

Glancing at Zylah, I beckon her with a flick of my tail and turn 
around. Making my way into a clearing, I face both my clanmates and 
the Berks. Hiccup catches my eye and nods. 

Lifting my head, I announce, "_Let there be peace between our 
societies . 

The Berks cheer and chatter in relief while my clanmates stare at me 
in shock. 

"What?" Whiplash exclaims. Skull cocks his head, "That's it? But I 
thought you always wanted to kill your family." 

I nod and reply, "I did. But it is not worth all of this chaos. Now 
all I want is to bring my clan to a place that they will call home, 
and lead my clanmates till the day I die. We must also mourn for 
Skurge . " I add with a glance at my x-deputy's body. 

"But before that, I have another matter to attend to. Zylah," I look 
at the Skrill, "You were the delta, but now Skurge is dead. Do you 
accept the position of being Infernious ' s new deputy?" 

Her eyes widen, and she replies, "Yes, yes I do." 

"Good." I dip my head and she asks, "Who's going to be the new 
delta? " 

Glancing around, I pause before answering, "We'll figure that out 
once we're all settled. Now let's get back to Berk." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>Frowning, I glance at the Viking ships sailing on the water 
underneath me. Hiccup gathered the rest of his 'clan' on the other 
side of Dragon Island before we set off to the Isle of Berk. I 
grudgingly gave their island back to them, since they promised to 
help find us a home. That doesn't mean I like the Vikings very much, 
though . <p> 

Hiccup is an exception, but I felt a little threatened when I met his 
father, Stoick. The human is large-larger than Alvin. He's strict, 
protective, and defensive; he's a great leader. Which is why I felt 
threatened . 

Next to me flies my new deputy, Zylah. Since there isn't much to do 
while we travel, we've been talking a bit about who the next delta 
should be. 

"It should be someone young." Zylah says, "So they'll still have a 
few years in them when they become leader." 

I grunt and shake my head, "Chances are that they won't become 
_deputy _unless the old one dies or retires. I don't think age will 



really matter for the deltas. We're lucky that you are a bit younger 
than me so you'll get to have some time as a leader." 


Zylah nods, and then suggests, "Why not Larksong? I mean, I know you 
said that age doesn't matter, but she's strong, smart, and willy, 

_and _you mentored her." 

I ponder about it for a moment, and then shake my head, "No. I want 
Larksong to savor being a Fang for a bit longer. She's too young and 
inexperienced to be giving out orders." 

"Yeah, you're right." Zylah looks down, and then asks, "What about 
any of the Claws? They can become part of the leadership, right?" 

I nod, "Of courseaC 1 hmmmaC 1 .. maybe Crag? He's noble, wise, and good 
at hunting and fighting. He's a bit older, though." 

My deputy cocks her head, "He's still got a few years in him, 
though . " 

I agree, "Yeah. We'll put him in the 'maybe' group. How about 
Skyf lame? " 

Zylah laughs and rolls her eyes, "Honestly, I think she's going to be 
really busy soon. Have you seen her and Whiplash?" 

I purr, "Right. Forgot about that." 

"How about Whiplash, though?" 

Shaking my head, I reply, "No, he's too battle-hungry. I don't want 
my clan to be lead into unnecessary fights." 

Zylah opens her mouth to reply, but suddenly a familiar voice says, 
"Excuse me, may I speak to Frostbite?" 

Glancing over my shoulder, I see Nate and Raven, looking wary but 
determined . 

Zylah looks at me, and then backs away, "Sure." 

Immediately, Raven and Nate fly on either side of me. For a few 
moments, we stay silent, and then Nate says, "SoooaCl Frostbite, we 
had, uh, a few questions that we'd like to ask now that you're 
lessaCl murderous." 

I glance at him and motion him to speak. He begins, "Well, we were 
wonderingaC 1 . What changed your mind?" 

I pause, and then reply, "I've already gotten my revenge. I've 
scarred Toothless, Irria, and Raven. I also must've done something to 
you if you were so determined to kill me a few hours ago." 

"You nearly killed Irria." Nate growls, "_And _one of your dragons 
destroyed half of the face of the most amazing dragon in the 
world . " 

Raven clears her throat and Nate looks away. "We're glad that this is 
over, though," Raven says, "But why did you, uhhaC 1 " she glances at 
the body in my paws . 



I look down at Skurge, who's lifeless form lays in my paws. I made a 
promise to bear his weight alone, and that is one of the promises I 
am determined to keep. 

Shaking my head, I grunt, "It doesn't matter." 

Raven nods, and then asks, "What are you going to do now?" 

I look at her and reply, "Leave Berk and find a home for my clan. And 
hopefully never see you or any other Berks again." 

She doesn't get a hurt look in her eyes and simply nods. Next to me, 
Nate asks, "So, uh, are wea€ 1 friends now?" 

I arch an eye and he continues, "I mean. Berk and Infernious." 

I hesitate, and then say, "We live in peace, neither enemies nor 
allies . " 

He jerks his head and falls silent. The rest of the trip is quiet, 
and soon Berk comes into view. The Vikings and Infernious split up, 
the humans docking and getting everything on land while the Wild 
Dragons fly back to camp. 

To my surprise, I find all the others gathered in a group near the 
shore. I fly down to them with the Fangs on my tail. 

"Whiplash!" Skyflame calls out and rushes to meet the Grapple 
Grounder. As the dragons reunite, I hop up onto my announcement 
plateau, Skurge still in my grasp. 

"Dragons of Infernious!" I yowl and they all fall silent, looking at 
me expectantly, "The war against the Berks is over. There shall be 
peace between our societies. The pets have agreed to help us search 
for a new island to call home." 

Like the Fangs back at the Nest, the others mutter in confusion. They 
ask similar questions, and I reply, "I've gotten my revenge. And," 

I shuffle my paws in embarrassment and duck my head, "I have been 
selfish. I realize that I've simply been using you to get my venal 
reprisal. Meanwhile, I never thought about what _you _wanted. I never 
gave you a true home like I promised." 

I pause, closing my eyes. I've broken more promises than I 
thought . 

"Yes, I gave you an island. But as long as the war continued, it was 
never truly home. I am sincerely sorry for my ignorance." 

There's a moment of silence, and then, to my surprise. Misty calls 
out, "That was the past. Frostbite. We have to look beyond our 
wrongdoings and find what's really important. I'm glad that you've 
realized your mistakes and are ready to move on. That's what a good 
leader is all about." 

"Yeah, you may have been using us for your revenge, but you made sure 
we were as safe as possible in the process," Stone adds. 



Viperfang pipes up, "And you gave us a new way of life. You taught us 
how to fight, and how to be in a clan, and what it _means_. Knowing 
that every dragon here will die for you, " his two heads glance at his 
clanmates before he finishes, "That's the best feeling in the 
world . " 

"To Infernious ! " Nixie squeals, and we join her in the chant, 
"Infernious! Infernious!" 

I let out a purr. With the war out of the way, I can finally focus 
fully on my clan. 

Glancing at my paws, I see Skurge ' s lifeless body next to me. Right. 

I still have to tell them about that. 

Shouting above the chants, I say, "Infernious! I'm afraid I also have 
some bad news." 

They quiet down, and I lift up Skurge by his scruff. 

My clanmates gasp and I bring him down into the clearing. With some 
difficulty, I explain how he died. They look a little shocked for a 
moment, but then we all gather around to mourn. 

As each of the dragons pay their respects, I look around for Dracen. 

I know he and Skurge didn't get along, but surely he will at least 
say something to his x-friend. 

I spot the Changewing near his den. His back is turned. 

I sigh and make my way over to him. I hesitate behind him, and then 
nudge him softly with my nose. 

He doesn't turn around and simply says, "I'm glad this is 
over . " 

Padding up beside him, I glance at what he's doing. The limp body of 
Sparrow lies at his paws. My stomach lurches. I already killed one 
clanmate, I don't want to kill another! 

I inhale a sharp intake and whisper, "Is he alive?" 

Dracen pauses, and then replies, "Yes. Just unconscious. But I don't 
know if he will be alive for very long now that he's proven himself a 
traitor . " 

His voice is hollow, but I can hear a hint of sorrow in it. 

Sighing, I say, "I won't kill him." Dracen looks up at me with wide, 
confused eyes, "You won't?" 

I shake my head, "No. I don't want to harm any more of my clanmates, 
no matter how low-ranked they are." I cock my head, thinking, and 
then add, "I'll just exile him. To live with the pets, here on 
Berk . " 

Dracen stares at me for a few more moments, and then breaks out in an 
amused purr. I flick my tail, "What?" 


"You've changed." He replies 


"The old Frostbite would've killed him 



without hesitating. 


"Yeah, well-" 

Suddenly, there's an odd, loud sound. We both prick our ears and look 
up as a large, beautiful bird flies towards us. It seems to be 
singing a song, but it's strange, yet lulling. 

We both step back as the bird lands in front of us. Its feathers are 
multiple shades of crimson red, fiery orange, and golden yellow. Its 
gaze is sharp and intelligent, and its claws are obsidian black. 

I cock my head. It looks strangely familiar. 

The bird turns to me with a piercing gaze and approaches me. My paws 
are rooted to the ground, and my muscles won't move. 

The bird comes closer and when its only inches away from me, it 
stops. We stare at each other, me still trying to figure out why this 
bird is so familiar. 

Then, it reaches up with its beak and touches my nose softly. 
Immediately, images flash briskly through my mind. 

A flaming wing brushing over a pregnant Night Fury's belly. 

A white and blue egg lying in a dark cave. 

The bird itself shedding three tears on the egg. 

The blue markings on the egg turn the crimson color of my 
markings . 

Then it explodes, and a flaming bird erupts out of it before 
disintegrating into darkness. 

A tiny, young Night Fury hatchling with white scales and red 
markings . 

Me . 

I gasp and reel backwards, my mind whirling. Dracen rushes to my side 
and yelps, "Are you alright?" 

I ignore him and stare at the bird. Tilting my head, I whisper, 
"Au-Autumn? " 

The phoenix caws and bobs her head. I stare for a few moments, and 
then purr, "Autumn, its you! I haven't seen you since I was a 
hatchling ! " 

Autumn coos and nuzzles against my shoulder. Dracen watches us and 
asks, "Who's that?" 

I glance at the phoenix, and then reply, "This is Autumn. She was 
with me and my family in the Dark Cave. She wasaClthe only one that 
liked me . " 

I think back to the memories that just flashed through my head when 
she touched me. "Apparently, she's also the reason I'm like this," I 



realize aloud, "Why I'm so big and strong, why my markings and eyes 
are fiery red, and-" 

I look down at the Autumn. She looks up at me. 

Frowning, I ask, "Why did you come back? Why did you show me this? 

Why did you make me the dragon I am? I've killed and-" 

Autumn caws, interrupting me. She gestures to my clanmates with her 
head, and then looks back at me. 

Dracen cocks his head and says, "I think she wanted you to start this 
clan. To free the dragons from the Outcasts and give them a good 
home. That makes sense, right? Phoenixes are supposed to be powerful, 
magical creatures." 

Autumn looks at him, and then at me before turning away. 

"Wait!" I call out, but she flies away towards the sun. We both watch 
her until she disappears in the light, and then Dracen turns to me, 
"At least we know why Raven named you Phoenix." 

I arch an eye and he purrs, "I'm glad you've changed. You know," he 
lowers his voice, "This whole 'revenge' thing really started when you 
took on the name 'Frostbite' and gathered the clan. Now that you've 
gotten your revenge, do you think Phoenix can come back? The Phoenix 
that I once knew, the one I miss, the one that was my first true 
friend? " 

I purr and brush my cheek against his. He jerks in surprise, but then 
nuzzles me back, "I'll take that as a yes." 

I laugh. My heart clenches, and I realize just how much I've missed 
our friendship. 

Sighing, I ask out of the blue, "Do you miss Skurge?" 

I feel Dracen stiffen, and then he replies, "He wasn't my favorite 
dragon, but I guess he was a good deputy. By the way, who's going to 
be your new delta?" 

"I don't know," I admit, "There's a lot of good dragons for the job, 
but they all have their faults. It's going to take a while to 
choose . " 

Dracen nuzzles me a bit harder and says, "Well, whoever you choose. 
I'll support you." 

I close my eyes and purr, "I can always count on you, Dracen." 

I feel his tail curl around me, and hear him murmur, "I'll always be 
here for you, Phoenix. I promise." 

**My heart just died. I love DracenxPhoenix ! Yeah, before you ask, I 
guess she did kinda take her old name back. Thanks to whoever 
reminded me about Autumn! I think it was a guest *shrugs* I dunno . 
Anywho, I'm done with this series. D-O-N-E ! No more. Capiche. 

-k k 


^^Well, that * s about it. 1*11 put an Author *s Note for my Avengers 



fanfic when I post it, so any Avenger fans can read it if they want. 

-k k 

**Hmm...how should I close this off? Ooh, I know!** 

^ ^ TtlG ^ ^ 

**Freaking ** 

**End** 

k ^ gy 0 I ^ ^ 


14 . I'M NOT DEAD 
**It's been a while, huh?** 

**Anywho, like I promised, I'm here to tell you guys that I've posted 
my new Avengers fanfic called 'I Howled at the Moon With Eriends ' . 

So, if you're an Avengers fan, I highly suggest you check it 
out** 

**...And that's about it...** 

** . . . so . . . uh . . .bye** 


End 
f lie . 



